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LIFE OF THE AUTHOR. 



JAMES THOMSON, the son of a ministar ir«U et* 
teemed for his piety and diligence, was born Sep- 
tember 7, 1700, at Ednam, in the shire of Rozbargh, of 
which bis father was pastor. His mother, whose name 
was Home,* inherited as co-heiress a portion of a small 
estate. The rerenue of a parish in Scotland is seldom 
large ; and it was probably in commiseration of the dif- 
ficulty with which Mr. Thomson supported his fami^, 
haying nine children, that Mr. Biocarton, a neighbouring 
minister, disoorering in James uncommon promises of fa- 
tare excellenee, andertook to superintend his edacaticm 
and provide him books. 

He was taught the common rudiments of learning at 
the school of Jedbargh, a place which he delights to recol- 
lect in his poem of ' Autumn ;' but was not considered 
by his master as superior to common boys, though in 
those early days he amased his patron and his friends 
with poetical compositions ; with which, however, he so 
little pleased himself, that on every new year's day he 
threw into the fire all the productions of the foregoing 
year. 

From the school he was removed to Edinburgh, where 
he had not resided two years when his father died, and 
left all his children to the care of their mother, who raised 
upon her little estate what money a mortgage could afford, 
and, removing with her family to Edinburgh, lived to see 
her son rising into eminence. 

The design of Thomson's friends was to breed him a 
minister. He lived at Ediuburgh, as at school, without 
distinction or expectation, till, at the usaal time, he per- 
formed a probationary exercise by explaining a psalm. 
His diction was so poetically splendid, that Mr. Hamilton, 

• TUf appeari tobe an ennor, at hi* mother'* name was Beatrix 
Trotter. His s[randmother*ri name was Hume. 
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the Professor of Diviuity, reprored him for speaking lan- 
gaage uo intelligible to a popular audience ; and he cen- 
sored one of his expressions as indecent, if not pro£sne. 

This rebuke is reported to have repressed his thoughts 
of an ecclesiastical character, and he probably cultivated 
with new diligence his blossoms of poetry, which, howerer, 
were in some danger of a blast ; for, submitting his pro- 
dnctions to some who thought themselves qualified to 
criticise, he heard of nothing but faults ; but finding 
other judges more favourable, he did not suffer himself to 
sink into despondence. 

He easily discovered that the only stage on which a poet 
could appear with any hope of advantage was London ; 
a place too wide for the operation of petty competition and 
private malignity, where merit might soon become con- 
spicuous, and would find friends as soon as it became re- 
putable to befriend it. A lady who was acquainted with 
his mother advised him to the Journey, and promised some 
countenance or assistance, which at last he never received ; 
however, he justified his adventure by her encouragement, 
and came to seek in London patronage and fame. 

At his arrival he found his way to Mr. Mallet, then 
tutor to the sons of the Duke of Montrose. He had re- 
commendations to several persons of consequence, which 
he had tied up carefully in his handkerchief; but as he 
passed along the street, with the gaping curiosity of a 
new-comer, his attention was upon every thing rather 
than his pocket, and his magaxine of credentials was 
stolen from him. 

His first want was a pair of shoes. For the supply of 
all his necessities, his whole fund was his Wintkr, which 
for a time could find no purchaser ; till, at last, Mr. Mil- 
lar was persuaded to buy it at a low price ; and this low 
price he had for some time reason to regret ; but, by eo- 
cident, Mr. Whatley, a man not wholly unknown among 
authors, happening to turn his eye upon it, was so de- 
lighted, that he ran from place to place celebrating its 
excellence. Thomson obtained likewise the notice of 
Aaron Hill, whom, being fHendless and indigent, and 
glad of kindness, he courted with every expression of 
servile adulation. 

Winter was dedicated to Sir Spencer Compton, btt 
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attracted no regard from him to the author, till Aaron 
Hill awakened his attention by some verses addressed to 
Thomson, and published in one of the newspapers, which 
eensiired the great for the neglect of ingenious men. 
Thomson then received a present of twenty guineas, of 
wblch he gives this account to Mr. Hill : 

' I hinted to you in my last, that on Saturday morn- 
ing I was with Sir Spencer Compton. A certain gentle- 
man, without my desire, spoke to him concerning me : 
his answer was that I had never come near him. Then 
the gentleman put the question. If he desired that I should 
wait on him ? He returned, he did. On this, the gentle- 
man gave me an introductory letter to him. He received 
me in what they commonly call a civil manner ; asked 
me some common-place questions, and made me a pre- 
sent of twenty guineas. I am very ready to own that 
the present was larger than my performance deserved ; 
and shall ascribe it to his generosity, or any other cause, 
rather than the merit of the address.* 

The poem, which, being of a new kind, few would ven- 
ture at first to like, by degrees gained upon the public ; and 
one edition- was very speedily succeeded by another. 

Thomson's credit was now high, and every day brought 
him new friends ; among others Dr. Rundle, a man after- 
ward unfortunately famous, sought his acquaintance, and 
found his qualities such, that he recommended him to the 
Lord Chancellor Talbot. 

Winter was accompanied, in many editions, not only 
with a preface and dedication, but with poetical praises, 
by Mr. Hill, Mr. Mallet (then Malloch) and Mira, the 
fictitious name of a lady onoe too well known. Why the 
dedications to Winter and the other Seasons, eon- 
trarily to custom, are left out in the collected works, the 
reader may inquire. 

The next year (17^7) he distinguished himself by three 
publications : of ' Summer,* in pursuance of his plan ; of 
' A Poem on the Death of Sir Isaac Newton,* which he 
was enabled to perform as an exact philosopher by the in- 
stmctioo of Mr. Gray ; and of ' Britannia,* a kind of 
poetical invective against the ministry, whom the nation 
then thought not forward enough in resenting the depre- 
dations of the Spaniards. By this piece he declared him- 
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self an adherent to the opposition, and had therefore no 
faroar to expect from the Court. 

Thomson having been some time entertained in the fa- 
mily of the Lord Binning, was detirous of testifying his 
gratitude by making him the patron of his ' Summer;' 
but the same kindness which had first disposed Lord Bin- 
ning to encourage him determined him to refuse the de- 
dication, which was by his adTice addressed to Mr. 
Dodington, a man who had more power to advance the 
reputation and fortune of a poet. 

' Spring' was published next year, with a dedication to 
the Countess of Hertford ; whose practice it was to in- 
rite every summer some poet into the country to hear 
her verses and assist her studies. This honour was one 
summer conferred on Thomson, who took more delight in 
carousing with Lord Hertford and his friends than assist* 
ing her ladyship's poetical operations, and therefore never 
received another summons. 

* Autumn,' the season to which the ' Spring* and ' Sum- 
mer' are preparatory, still remained unsung, and was de- 
layed till he published (1730) his works collected. 

He produced in 1787 the tragedy of ' Sophonisba,' 
which raised such expectation, that every rehearsal was 
dignified with a splendid audience, collected to anticipate 
the delight that was preparing for the public. It was 
observed, howerer, that nobody was much aflfected, and 
that the company rose as from a moral lecture. 

It had upon the stage no unusual degree of success. 
Slight accidente will operate upon the taste of pleasure. 
There is a feeble line in the play : 

O Sophonivba, Sophouisba, O ! 
This gave occasion to a waggish parody ! 

O Jemnjr Theauoa, Jemmy ThoniMO, O . 

which for a while was echoed through the town. 

I have been told by Savage, that of the prologue to ' So- 
phonisba' the first part was written by Pope, who could 
not be persuaded to finish it, and that the concluding lines 
were added by Mallet. 

Thomson was not long afterward, by the influence of 
Dr. Rundle, sent to travel with Mr. Charles Talbot, the 
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eldest son of the Chancellor. He was yet yonng enough 
to receiTO new impressions, to hare his opinions rectified, 
a nd his views enlarged ; nor can he be supposed to have 
w anted that cariosity which is inseparable from an active 
and comprehensive mind. He may therefore now be sup- 
posed to have revelled in all the joys of intellectual luxury ; 
he was every day feasted with instructive novelties ; he 
lived splendidly without expense ; and might expect when 
he returned home a certain establishment. 

At this time a long course of opposition to Sir Pxibert 
Walpole had filled the nation with clamours for liberty, 
of which no man felt the want, and with care for liberty 
which was not in danger. Thomson, in his travels, on the 
Continent, found or fancied so many evils arising from the 
tynnnj of other governments, that he resolved to write 
8 very long poem, in five parts, upon Liberty. 

While he was busy on the first book, Mr. Talbot died ; 
and Thomson, who had been rewarded for his attendance 
by the place of secretary of the Briefs, pays in the initial 
UaeB a decent tribute to his memory. 

Upon this great poem two years were spent, and the au- 
thor congratulated himself upon it, as his noblest work ; 
but an author and his reader are not always of a mind. 
Liberty called in vain upon her votaries to read her praises 
and reward her encomiast : her praises were condemned 
to harbour spiders and gather dust ; none of Thomson's 
performances were so little regarded. 

The judgment of the public was not erroneous ; the re- 
eurrence of the same images must tire in time ; an enu- 
meration of examples to prove a position which nobody 
desired, as it was from the beginning superfluous, must 
quickly grow disgusting. 

The poem of ' Liberty' does not now appear in its orif 
ginal state ; but, when the author's works were collected 
after his death, was shortened by Sir George Ij^ttelton, 
with a liberty which, as it has a manifest tendency to 
l e s s en the confidence of society, and to confound the cha- 
racters of authors, by making one write by the judgment 
of another, cannot be justified by any supposed propriety 
of the alteration, or kindness of the friend. — 1 wish to see 
it exhibited as its author left it. 

Tlumuon now lived in ease and plenty, and seems for 
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a whil« to hvre suspended his poetiy: but he was soon 
called back to labour by the death of the Chancellor, for 
his plaoethen became Tacant; and thongb the Lord Hard- 
wicke delayed for some time to give it away, Thomson's 
bashfalness or pride, or some other motive perhaps not 
more laudable, withheld him from soliciting; and the new 
Chancellor would not give him what he would not ask. 

He now relapeed to his former indigence; but the 
Prince of Wales was at that time struggling for popnla- 
rity, and by the influence of Mr. lorttelton professed him< 
seLT the patron of wit : to him Thomson was introduced , 
and being gaily interrogated about the state of his affiurs, 
said, * that they were in a more poetical posture than for. 
merly ;* and had a pension allowed him of one hundred 
p«nnds a year. 

Being now obliged to write, he produced (1738*) the 
tragedy of ' Agamemnon,' which was much shortened in 
the rep re s en tation. It had the fate which most commonly 
attends mythological stories, and was only endured, but 
not favoured. It struggled with such difficulty through 
the first night, that Thomson, coming late to his friends 
with whom he was to sup, excused his delay by telling 
them how the sweat of his distress had so disordered his 
wig, that he could not come till he had been refitted by a 
barber. 

He so intfliasted himself in his own drama, that, if I re> 
member right, as he sat in the upper gallery, he accompa- 
nied the players by audible recitation, till a friendly hint 
frighted him to silence. Pope countenanced 'Agamem- 
non,' by coming to it the first night, and was welcomed 
to the theatre by a general clap ; he had much regard for 
Thomson, and once expressed it in a poetical epistle sent 
to Ita^, of which however he abated the value by trans- 
bting some of the lines into his epistle to Arbuthnot. 

About this time the set was pasMd for licensing plays, 
of which the first operation was the prohibition of ' Ous- 
tarns Yssa,' a tragedy of Mr. Brooke, whom the pubUe 
recompensed by a very liberal subscripdon ; the next was 
the rafyisal of * Edward and Eleonora,' offered by Thom- 
son. It is hard to discover why either play should have 

• la Ait vearaa edition of MltoaAiAnopacltica was pobUshed 
kf NUlar, with a Praface by Thomna. 
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b«eo obetracted. Thornton likeirise endeaToored to ro> 
pair his lou by a inbieriptioD, of which I cannot now tell 
thesqcc«M. 

When the public marmored at the unUnd treatment of 
Thomson, one of the ministerial writers remarked, that 
' he had taken a Libjbrty which was not agreeable to 
Britannia in any Sjbason.' 

He was soon after employed, in conjunction with Mi, 
MaUet, to write the maek of ' Alfrej»' which was actetf 
before the Prince at Clifden- House. 

His next work (1745) was ' Tancred and Sigismnnda, 
the most Buoceasfal of all his tragedies, for it still keeps 
its tarn upon the stage. It m^ be doubted whether he 
was, either by the bent of nature or habits of study, much 
qualified for tragedy. It does not appear that he had 
much sense of the pathetic ; and his diffusive and descrip- 
tiTe style produced declamation rather than dialogue. 

His friend Mr. Lyttelton was now in power, and con- 
ferred upon him the office of Surreyor^ general of the Lee* 
ward Islands; from which, when his deputy was paid, he 
received about three hundred pounds a-year. 

The last piece that he lived to publish was the * Castle 
of Indolence,' which was many years under his hand, but 
was at last finished with g^reat accuracy. The first canto 
opens a scene of lazy luxury that fills the imagination. 

He was now at ease, but was not long to enjoy it; for, 
by taking cold on the water between London and Kew, he 
caught a disorder, which, with some careless exasperation, 
ended in a fever that put an end to his life, August S7, 
1748. He was buried in the church of Richmond, without 
an inscription ;* but a monument has been erected to his 
memory in Westminster- Abbey. 

Thomson was of a stature above the middle sise, and 
' more fat than bard beseems,' of a dull countenance, and 
a gross, unanimated, uninviting appearance ; silent in 
mingled company, but cheerful among select friends, and 
by his friends very tenderly and warmly beloved. 

He left behind him the tragedy of ' Coriolanus,' which 
was, by the zeal of his patron Sir George Lyttelton, 
brought upon the stage for the benefit of his family, and 
recommended by a Prologue, which Quin, who had long 

* One hat ricce U^en erected. See end or Life. 
A« 
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lived with ThomMo in fond inUmaey, ipoke in tiieh a 
manner as shewed him ' to be/ on that oocanon, ' no 
actor.* The commencement of this beoerolenoe is Terj 
hononrable to Quin ; who is reported to have delirered 
Thomson, then known to him only for his geniaa, from an 
arrest by a very considerable present ; and its continuance 
is honourable to both, for friendship is not always the 
sequel of obligation. By this tragedy a considerable sum 
was raised, of which part discharged his debts, and the 
rest was remitted to his sisters, whom, however removed 
from them by place or condition, he regarded with gnht 
tenderness, as will appear by the following letter, which I 
sommunicate with much pleasure, as it giyes me at once 
an opportunity of recording the fraternal kindness of 
Thomson, and reflecting on the friendly aaaistanceof Mr. 
Boswellffrom whom IreceiTed it. 

' Haffler, la WorcestenhlrBy 
October the 4th, 1747. 
' My dear Sister, 

' I thought you had known me better than to interpret 
my silence into a decay of affection, especially as your be* 
haviour has always been such as rather to increase than 
diminish it. Don't imagine, because I am a bad corre- 
spondent, that I can ever prove an unkind friend and bro- 
ther. I must do myself the justice to tell yon, that my 
affections are naturally very fixed and constant ; and if I 
had erer reason of complaint against yon (of which by- 
the-bje I have not the least shadow), I am conscious <^ 
so many defects in myself, as dispose me to be not a little 
charitable and forgiving. 

' It gives me the truest heartfelt satisfaction to hear 
you have a good, kind husband, and are in easy, contented 
circumstances ; but were they otherwise, that would only 
awaken and heighten my tenderness towards yon. A% 
our good and tender-hearted parents did not live to re> 
ceive any material testimonies of that highest human gra< 
titude I owed them (than which nothing could hare given 
me equal pleasure), the only return I can make them now 
is by kinHness to those they left behind them. Would 
to Ood poor lizy had lived longer, to hare been a farther 
witness of the truth of what I say, and that I might have 
had the pleasure of seeing once more a sister whoso troly 
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deseired my esteem and lore ! Bat the U happy, while 
we mast toil a little longer here below ; let us howeTer do 
it cheerfully and gratefully, supported by the pleasing hope 
of meeting yet again on a safer shore, where to recollect 
the storms and difficulties of life will not perhaps be in- 
consistetit with that blissful state. Tou did right to call 
your daughter by her name ; for yon must needs have had 
8 particular tender friendship for one another, endeared 
as you were by nature, by baring passed the affectionate 
years of your youth together, and by that great softener 
and engager of hearts, mutual hardship. That it was in 
my power to ease it a little, I account oneof the most exqui- 
sitepleasnree of my life. — But enough of this melancholy 
though not unpleasing strain. 

' I esteem you for your sensible and disinterested ad- 
^ce to Mr. Bell, as you will see by my letter to him : as 
I approre entirely of his marrying again, you may readily 
ask me why I don't marry at alL My circumstances have 
hitherto been so Tsriable and uncertain in this fluctuating 
world, as induce to keep me from engaging in such a state; 
and now, though they are more settled, and of late (which 
you will be glad to hear) considerably improved, I begin 
to think myself too far advanced in life for such youthful 
undertakings, not to mention some other petty reasons 
that are apt to startle the delicacy of difficult old bache- 
lors. 1 am, however, not a little suspicious that, was I 
to pay a visit to Scotland (which I have some thoughts 
of doing soon), I might possibly be tempted to think of a 
thing not easily repaired if done amiss. I have always 
been of opinion, that none make better wives than the la* 
dies of Scotland; and yet, who more forsaken than they, 
while the gentlemen are continually running abroad all 
the world over ? Some of them, it is true, are wise enough 
to return for a wife. You see I am beginning to make in- 
terest already with the Scots ladies. But no more of this 
infectious subject. — Pray let me hear from you now and 
then: and though I am not a regular correspondent, yet 
perhaps I may mend in that respect. Remember m» 
kindly to your husband, and believe me to be 

' Your most affectionate brother, 

'James Thomson.* 
Addreaisd *To Mrs. Tbomioo in Lanaik.' 
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Tbe beneTolenoe of Thomsoh was fervid, bat not active; 
he would give on all occasions what assistance his purse 
could supply ; but the offices of intervention or solicita- 
tion he could not conquer his sluggishness sufficiently to 
perform. The affairs of others, however, were not nore 
neglected than his own. He had often felt the inconve- 
niences of idleness, bat he never cured it ; and was so con- 
•eious of his own character, that he talked of writing an 
eastern tale ' of the Man who loved to be in Distress.' 

Among his peculiarities was a very unskilful and in- 
articulate manner of pronouncing any lofty or solemn com- 
position. He was once reading to Dodington, who, being 
himself a reader eminently elegant, was so macb provoked 
by his odd utterance, that he snatched the paper from his 
hands, and told him that he did not understand his own 
verses. 

The biographer of Thomson has remarked, that an au- 
thor's life is best read in his works : his observation was 
not well-timed. Savage, who lived much with Thomson, 
once told me, he heard a lady remarking, that she could 
gather from his works three parts of his character, that he 
was a ' great lover, a gnat swimmer, and rigorously ab- 
stinent ;* but, said Savage, he knows not any love but 
that of the sex ; he was perhaps never in c(dd water in his 
life ; and he indulges himself in all the luxury that comes 
within his reach. Tet Savage always spoke witJi the most 
eager praise of his social qualities, his warmth and con- 
stancy of friendship, and his adherence to his first acquaint- 
ance when the advancement of his reputation had left them 
behind him. 

As a writer, he is entitled to one praise of tbe highest 
kind : his mode of thinking, and of expressing his thooghts 
is original. His blank verse is no more the blank verse 
of Milton, or of any other poet, than the rhymes of Prior 
are the rhymes of Cowley. His numbers, his pauses, his 
diction, are of his own growth, without transcription, 
without imitation. He thinks in a peculiar train, and he 
thinks always as a man of genius : he looks round on na- 
ture and on life with the eye which nature bestows only 
on a poet ; the eye that distinguishes, in every thing pre- 
sented to its view, whatever there is on which imagina- 
tion can delight to be detained, and with a mind that at 
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onee eomprehends the vaat and attends to the minata. 
The reader of Thb Skasons woodera that he never saw 
before what Thomson shews him, and that he nerer yet 
has felt what Thomson impresses. 

His is one of the works in which blank Terse seems pro* 
perly used. Thomson's wide expansion of general Tiews, 
and his enameration of circumstantial varieties, woald 
have been obetmcted and embarrassed by the frequent in- 
tersections of the sense which are the necessary elTeets 
of rhyme. 

Hi^ descriptions of extended scenes and general effects 
bring before as the whole magnificence of nature, whether 
pleasing or dreadful. The gaiety of Spring, the splen- 
dour of Summer, the tranquillity of Autumn, and the hor- 
ror of Winter, take in tbeir turns possession of the mind. 
Tlie poet leads us through the appearances of things as 
they are sueoessirely raried by the vicissitudes of the 
year, and imparts to us so much of his own enthusiasm, 
that our thoughts expand with his imagery and kindle 
with his 8«ntiments. Nor is the naturalist without his 
part in the entertainment ; for he is assisted to recollect 
and to combine, to arrange his discoveries and to amplify 
the sphere of bis contemplation. 

The great defect of Th k Seasons is want of method ; 
but for this I know not that there was any remedy. Of 
many appearances subsisting all at once, no rule can be 
given why one should be mentioned before another; yet 
the memoiy wants the help of order, and the curiosity is 
not excited by suspense or expectation. 

His diction is in the highest degree florid and luxu- 
riant, such as may be said to be to his images and thoughts 
* both their lustre and their shade ;' such as invest them 
with splendour, through which perhaps they are not al- 
wiys easily discerned. It is too exuberant, and some- 
times may be charged with filling the ear more than 
the mind. 

Tbese poems, with which I was acquainted at theii 
first appearance, I have since found altered and enlarged 
by subsequent revisals, as the author suppoMd his judg- 
ment to grow more exact, and as books or conversation 
extended his knowledge and opened his prospects. They 
are, I think, Improved in general ; yet I know not whe- 
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ther they faair« not loct part of what Temple calls their 
* race ;* a word which, applied to wines lo its primitive 
sense, means the flaTonr of the soil. 

'Liberty,* when it first appeared, I tried to read, and 
soon desisted. I have never tried again, and therefore 
will not hazard either praise or eensnre. 

The highest praise which he has received ought not to 
be sappressed: it is said by Lord Lyttehon, in the Pro- 
logne to his posthumous play, that his works contained 

No line which, djinjr, he cooM wish to blot. 



At the west end of the north aide of Richmond Church 
is the following : — 

In the earth below this tablet 
are the remains of 



JAMES THOMSON ; 

AOTBOR OF THB BEAUTIFUL POSM8. BNTITLKU 
TBI 8BA80N8, CASTLB OF INDOLKNCK, 

&c. ice. 

Who died at Richmond on the 27th day of August, and 
was buried here on the S9th, old style, 1748. 

The Earl of Bnchan, unwilling that so good a man 

and sweet a poet should be without a memorial, 

has denoted the place of his interment 

for the satisfaction of his admirers 

in the year of our Lord 1792. 

Father of light and life ! Thou good Supreme! 
O teach me what is good : teach me thyself I 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice — 
From ev'ry low pursuit ; and feed my soul 
With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pure, 
teeved , eubsuntial, never-fadiog bliss. Winter 
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The sabjcct proposed. in«cribed lo the Counlera of Hertford. 
The Ke-««on is dewribeH hk ItHfTects the variou* parts of nature, 
asceiHliDg from the lower to the hifflier; with digreflsiont ari«- 
ing^ from the subject. Its influrnce on hmuimate matter. On 
vegetables. Oo bniie animais. And la«t, on man. Conchidlng 
with a dissnaslre from the witd and irregular passioa of love, 
opposed to that of a pure and happy kind. 

Com X, gentle Spring, ethereal mildness, come, 
And from the iKwom of yon dropping cloud. 
While mnsic wakes around, veil'd in a show'r 
Of shadowing ruMea, on uur plains deorend. 

O Hertford, fitted or to sbine in courts 
With unaffected grace, or walk, the plain 
With innocence and meditation jnin'd 
In soft assemblage, liitten to my iiong, 
Which thy own season paints ; when nature all 
Is blooming and benevolent, like thee. 

And see where surly Winter passes off, 
Far to the north, and calls his ruffian blasts : 
His blasts obey, and quit the howliog hill, 
The shatter'd forest, and the ravag'd vale ; 
While softer gales succeed, at whose kind touch. 
Dissolving snows in livid torrents lost. 
The mountains lift their green heads to the sky. 

As yet the trembling year is unconfirm'd. 
And Winter oft at eve resumes the breexe. 
Chills the pale morn, and bids his driving sleets 
Deform the day delightless ; so that scarce 
The bittern knows his time, with bill ingulfed 
To shake the sounding marsh ; or, from the shore. 
The plovers when to scatter o'er the heath. 
And sing their wild notes to the list'ning waste. 

At last from Aries rolls the bounteous sun, 
And the bright Bull receives him. Then no more 
Th' expansive atmosphere is cramp'd with cold ; 
But, fall of life and vivifying soul, 
lifts the light clouds sublime, and spreads them thin, 
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Fleecy and white o'er all-surronnding heav'n. 
Forth fly the tepid aim; and unconfin'd, 
Unbinding earth, the moving suftnesii strayM. 
Joyuiu, th* impatient husbandman perceireii 
Relenting nature, and his lusty steen 
Drives from their stalls, to where the well-used ploogh 
Lies in the furrow, loosen'd from the frost. 
There, unrefusing, to the harness'd yoke 
They lend their shoulder, and begin their toil, 
Cheer'd by the simple song and soaring lark. 
Meanwhile incumbent o'er the shining share 
llie master leans, removes th' obstructing clay. 
Winds the whole work, and sidelong lays the glebe. 
While thro' the neighb'ring fields the sower stalks. 
With measur'd step ; and lib'ral throws the grain 
Into the faithful bosom of the ground : 
The harrow follows harsh, and shuts the scene. 
Be gracious, Heav'n ! for now laborious man 
Has done his part. Ye fnst'ring breezes, blow ! 
Ye soft'ning dews ; ye tender show'n*, descend! 
And temper all, thou world-reviving sun. 
Into the perfect year! Nor ye, who live 
In luxury and ease, in pomp and pride. 
Think these lost themes unworthy nf your ear: 
Such themes as these the rural Maro sung 
To wide imperial Rome, in the full height 
Of elegance and taste, by Greece refin'd. 
In ancient times, the sacred plough employed 
The kings and awful fathers of mankind: 
And some, with whom compar'd your insect tribes 
Are but the beings of a summer's day, 
Have held the scale of empire, rul'd the storm 
Of mighty war ; then, with victorious hand. 
Disdaining little delicacies, seiz'd 
The plough, and greatly independent liv'd. 

Ye generous Britons, venerate the plough ; 
And o'er your hills, and long- withdrawing vales. 
Let Autumn spread his treasures to the sun. 
Luxuriant and unbounded .' As the sea 
Far through his azure turbulent domain 
Your empire owns, and from a thousand shore* 
Wafts all the pomp of life into your ports ; 
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So with snperior boon may your rich soil, 
Exuberant, nature's better bleanings pour 
O'er ev'ry land, the naked nations clothe. 
And be th' exhaustless granary of a world ' 

Nor only through the lenient air this change, 
Delicious, breathes: the penetrative sun. 
His force deep-darting to the dark retreat 
Of Tegetation, eets the streaming powV 
At large, to wander o*er the rerdant earth. 
In Tarions hues; but chiefly thee, gay green t 
Thou smiling nature's universal robe ! 
United light and shade ! where the sight dwells 
With growing strength, and ever-new delight. 

Prom the moist meadow to the wither*d hill. 
Led by the breeze, the vivid verdure runs. 
And swells, and deepens, to the cherish'd eye* 
The hawthorn whitens, and the juicy groves 
Put forth their buds, unfolding by degrees. 
Till the whole leafy forest stands di^play'd. 
In fall luxuriance, to the sighing gales; 
Where the deer rustle through the twining brake. 
And the birds sing conceal'd. At<onoe array'd 
In all the colours of the flushing year. 
By nature's swift and secret'Working hand. 
The garden glows, and fills the liberal air 
With lavish fragrance ; while the promis'd fruit 
Lies yet a little embryo, nnperceiv'd. 
Within its crimson folds. Now from the town, 
Buried in smoke, and sleep, and noisome damps, 
Oft let me wander o'er the dewy fields, [drops 

Where freshness breathes, and dash the trembling 
From the bent bush, as through the verdant mase 
Of sweet-briar hedges 1 pursue my walk ; 
Or taste the smell of dairy; or ascend 
Some eminence, Augusta, in thy plains. 
And see the country far diffus'd around. 
One boundless blush, one white- empurpled showt 
Of mingled blossoms, where the raptur'd eye 
Hurries from joy to joy; and, hid beneath 
The fair profusion, yellow Autumn spies. 

If brush'd from Russian wilds a cutting gale 
Rise not, and scatter from his humid win;;8 
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The clammy mildew ; or, dry-blowing, breathe 

Untimely frost; before whose baleful blast 

The fall-grown Spring throaghall her foliage tihrinlw 

Joyless and dead, a wide-dejected waste. 

For oft» engendered by the haiy north. 

Myriads on myriads, insect armies warp 

Keen in the poisoned breesM ; and wasteful eat* 

Through buds and bark, into the blacken'd core 

Their eager way. A feeble race ! yet oft 

The sacred sons of vengeance ; on whose course 

CorrosiTe famine waits, and kills the year. 

To check this plague, the skilful farmer chaff 

And blazing straw before his orchard bums ; 

Till, all invoU'd in smoke, the latent foe 

From every cranny suffocated falls: 

Or scatters o'er the blooms the pungent dust 

Of pepper, fatal to the frosty tribe : 

Or, when th* eurenom'd lesdT begins to curl, 

With sprinkled water drowns them in their nest ; 

NoTy while they pick them up with busy bill. 

The little trooping birds unwisely scares. 

Be patient, swains : these cruel-seemiDg winds 
Blow not in vain. Far hence they keep repressed 
Those deep'ning clouds on clouds surcharg'd with rain 
That, o'er the vast Atlantic hither borne, 
In endless train, would quench the summer blase. 
And, cheerless drown the crude nnripen'd year. 

The north-east spends his rage : he now shut up 
Within his iron cave, th* effusive south 
Warms the wide air, and o'er the void of heaven 
Breathes the big clouds with vernal ahow'rs distent 
At first a dusky wreath they seem to rise. 
Scarce staining ether; but by swift degrees. 
In heaps on heaps, the doubling vapour sails 
Along the loaded sky ; and minglinf; deep. 
Sits on th' horizon like a settled gloom : 
Not such as wintry storms on tnortals shed, 
Oppressing life ; but lovely, gentle, kind. 
And fuUof ev'ry hope and ev'ry joy; 
The wish of nature. Gradual sinks the breeze 
Into a perfect calm ; that not a brcHth 
Is heard to quiver through the cloiting woods. 
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Or rustling t irn the many-twinkling leaves 

Of a^piu tall. Th' uncurling floods diffus'd 

In glassy breadth, seem through delusive lapse 

Forgetful of their course. 'Tis silence all. 

And pleasing expectation. Herds and flocks 

Drop the dry sprig, and, mute imploring, eye 

The falling verdure. Hush'd in short suspense. 

The plwmy people streak their wings with oil. 

To throw the lucid moisture trickling off; 

And wait th' approaching sign to strike, at once. 

Into the gen'ral choir. E'en mountains, vales. 

And forests, seem impatient, to demand 

The promis'd sweetness. Man superior walks 

Amid the glad creation, musing praise. 

And looking lively gratitude. At last. 

The clouds consign their treasures to the fields ; 

And, soffjy shaking on the dimpled pool 

Prelusive drops, let all their moisture flow 

In large effusion o'er the freshen'd world. 

The stealing show'r is scarce to patter heard. 

By such as wander through the forest- walks. 

Beneath th' umbrageous multitude of leaves. 

But who can hold the shade, while heav'n descends 

In universal bounty, shedding herbs. 

And fruits and flow'rs, on nature's ample lap t 

Swift fancy fir'd anticipates their growth ; 

And, while the milky nutriment distils. 

Beholds the kindling country colour round. 

Thus all day long the full-distended clouds 
Indulge their genial stores, and well- shower d earth 
Is deep enrich'd with vegetable life ; 
Till, in the western sky, the downward sun 
Looks out, effulgent, from amid the flush 
Of broken clouds, gay shifting to his beam. 
The rapid radiance instantaneous strikes 
Th' illumin'd mountain ; through the forest streams, 
Shakes on the floods, and in a yellow mist. 
Far smoking o'er th' interminable plain. 
In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems. 
Moist, bright, and green, the landscape laughs around. 
Full swell the woods : their ev'ry music wakes, 
Mix'd in wild concert with the warbling brooks 
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Increas d, the dintant bleatingx of Ibe hills 
And hollow lows responsive from the Tales, 
Whence, blending all, the aweeten'd zephyr springs. 
Meantime, refracted from yon eastern cloud. 
Bestriding earth, the grand ethereal bow 
Shoots np immense, and ev'ry hne unfolds. 
In fair proportion running from the red, 
To where the violet fades into the sky. 
Here, awful Newton, the dissolving clouds 
Form, fronting on the sun, thy show'ry prism ; 
And, to the sage instructed eye, unfold 
The various twine of light, by thee disclos'd 
From llie white mingling maae. Not so the boy: 
He wondering views the bright enchantment bend. 
Delightful, o'er the radiant fields, and runs 
To catch the falling glory ; but amaz'd 
Beholds th* amnsive arch before him fly. 
Then vanish quite away. Still night succeeds, 
A soften'd shade, and saturated earth 
Awaits the morning beam, to give to liglit, 
Rais'd through ten thousand difTrent plastic tubes. 
The balmy treasures of the former day. 

Then spring the living herbs, profusely wild. 
O'er all the deep-green earth, beyond the pow'r 
Of botanist to number up their tribes : 
Whether he steals along the lonely dale. 
In silent search ; or through the forest, rank 
With what the dull incurious weeds account. 
Bursts his blind way ; or climbs the mountain- rock, 
Fir'd by the nodding verdure of its brow. 
With such a libVal hand has nature flung 
Their seeds abroad, blown them about in winds, 
Innnm'rous mixed them with the nursing mould. 
The moist'ning current, and prolific rain. 

But who their virtues can declare f who pierce. 
With vision pure, into these secret stores 
Of health, and life, and joy ? the food of roan, 
While yet he liv'd in innocence, and told 
A length of golden years, unfleshM in bloo) ; 
A stranger to the savage arts of life. 
Death, rapine, carnage, surfeit, and disease , 
The lord, and not the tyrant, of the world 
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The fi»t fresh dawn then wakM the gladden'd race 
Of unoorrupted man, nor hlusb'd to see 
The sluggard sleep beneath its sacred beam : 
For their light slambera gently fum'd away ; 
And up they rose as vigorous as the sun. 
Or to the culture of the willing glebe, 
Or to the cheerful tendance of the flock. 
Meantime the song went round ; and dance and sport. 
Wisdom, and friendly talk, successive, stole 
Their hours away. While in the rosy vale 
Love breath'd his infant sighs from anguish free, 
And full replete with bliss ; save the sweet pain. 
That, inly thrilling, but exalts it more. 
Nor yet injurious act, nor surly deed. 
Was known among thoM happy sons of heav'n ; 
For reason and benevolence were law. 
Harmoniona nature too look'd smiling nn. 
Clear shone the skies, cool'd with eternal gales. 
And babny spirit all. The youthful sun 
Shot his best rays ; and still the gracious clouds 
Dropp'd fatness down ; as o'er the swelling mead 
The herds and flocks, commixing, play'd secure. 
This when, emergent from the gloomy wood. 
The glaring lion saw, his horrid heart 
Was meeken'd, and he joln'd his sullen joy. 
For music held the whole in perfect peace : 
Soft sigh'd the flute : the tender voice wa« heard, 
Warbling the varied heart ; the woodlands round 
Applied their quire ; and winds and waters flowed 
In consonance. Such were those prime of days. 

But now those white unblemish'd manners, whence 
The fabling poet* took Uieir golden age. 
Are fonnd no more amid these iron times, 
These dregs of life ! Now the distemper'd mind 
Has lost that concord of harmonlouo pow'rs, 
Which forms the soul of happiness ; and all 
Is off the poise within ; the passions all 
Have burst their bounds ; and reason, half-extinct. 
Or impotent, or else approving, sees 
The foul disorder. Senseless and deform'd. 
Convulsive anger storms at lai^e ; or, pale 
And silent, settles into fell revenge. 
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Base enry withers at another's joy. 

And hates that excelleoce it cannot reach. 

Desponding fear, of feeble fancies full, 

Weak and unmanly, loosens ev'ry pow'r. 

E*en love itself is bitterness of soul, 

A pensire anguish, pining at the heart ; 

Or, sunk to sordid interests, feels no more 

That noble wish, that never-cloy'd desire. 

Which, selfish joy disdaining, seeks alone 

To bless the dearer object of its flame. 

Hope (<ickens with extravagance ; and grief. 

Of life impatient, into madness swells. 

Or in dead silence wastes the weeping hoars. 

These, and a thousand mix'd emotions more. 

Prom ever-changing views of good and ill 

Porm'd infinitely various, vex the mind 

With endless storm ; whence, deeply-rankling, grows 

The partial thought, a listless unconcern. 

Cold and averting from our neighbour's good ; 

Then dark disgust, and hatred, winding wiles. 

Coward deceit, and ruffian violence: 

At last, extinct each social feeling, fell 

And joyless inhumanity pervades 

And petrifies the heart. Nature, distnrb'd. 

Is deem'd vindictive, to have changed her course. 

Hence, in old dusky time a deluge came. 
When the deep-cleft disparting orb, that arch'd 
The central waters round, impetuous rush'd. 
With universal burst, into the gulf ; 
And o'er the high-pil'd hills of fractur'd earth 
Wide dash'd the waves in undulation vast ; 
Till, from the centre to the streaming clouds, 
A shoreless ocean tumbled round the globe. 

The seasons since have, with severer sway, 
Oppressed a broken world : the Winter keen 
Shook forth his waste of snows; and Summer shot 
His pestilential heats. Great Spring, before, 
Green 'd all the year, and fruits and blossoms blush'd 
In social sweetness on the self same bough. 
Pure was the temperate air : an even calm 
Perpetual reign'd, save what the zephyrs blaod 
Breath'd o'er the blue expanse ; for then nor storms 



SPRING. 



23 



Were taught to blow, nor hanricanef to rage ; 
Sound slept the waters : no snlphareoas glooms 
Swell'd in the sky, and sent the lightning forth ; 
While sickly damps, and cold autumnal fogs. 
Hung not, relaxing, on the springs of life. 
But now, of turbid elements the sport. 
Prom clear to cloudy tost, from hot to cold, 
And dry to moist, with inward- eating change. 
Our drooping days have dwindled down to nought, 
Their period finished ere 'tis well begun. 

And yet the wholesome herb neglected dies; 
Though with the pore exhilarating soul 
Of nutriment and health, and Tital pow'rs. 
Beyond the search of art, 'tis copious blest. 
Por, with hot ravin fir'd, ensanguin'd man 
Is now become the lion of the plain, 
And worse. The wolf, who from the nightly fold 
Fierce drags the bleating prey, ne'er drank her milk. 
Not wore her warming deece : nor has the steer, 
At whose strong chest the deadly tiger hangs, 
E'er plongh'd for him. They too are temper'd high. 
With hunger stung and wild necessity. 
Nor lodges pity in their shaggy breast. 
But man, whom nature form*d of milder clay, 
With ev'ry kind emotion in his heart. 
And taaght alone to weep ; while from her lap 
She pours ten thousand delicacies, herbs. 
And fruits, as nnm'rons as the drops of rain 
Or beams that gave them birth : shall be, fair form ! 
Who wears sweet smiles, and looks erect on heav'c.. 
E'er stoop to mingle with the prowling herd. 
And dip his tongue in gore ? The beast of prey. 
Blood stain'd, deserres to bleed ; but you, ye flocks, 
What have you done? ye peaceful people, what. 
To merit death? you who have giv'n us milk 
In luscious streams, and lent us your own coat 
Against the winter's cold. And the plain ox. 
That harmless, honest, guileless animal, 
In what has he offended ? he, whose toil. 
Patient, and ever readj', clothes the land 
With all the pomp of harvest ; shall he bleed^ 
And struggling groan beneath the cruel hands 
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£*en of the clown he feeds t and that, perhape 
To swell the riot of tfa' antnmnal feast 
Won by his labour Y Thos the feeling heart 
Would tenderly suggest ; but, 'tis enough, 
In this late age, adventurous to have touch'd 
Light on the numbers of the Samian sage : 
High HeaT^ forbids the bold presumptuous strain. 
Whose wisest will has fix'd us in a state 
That must not yet to pure perfection rise. 

Now when the first foul torrent of the brooks, 
Swell'd with the remal rains, is ebb'd away. 
And, whifning, down their moeay-tinctnr'd stream 
Descends the billowy foam ; now is the time. 
While yet the dark-brown water aids the gtiile, 
To tempt the trout. The well- dissembled fly, 
The rod, fine tap'ring with elastic spring, 
Snatch'd from die hoary steed the floating line. 
And all thy slender wat*ry stores, prepare. 
But let not on thy hook the tortur'd worm 
Conrulsive twist in agonizing folds; 
Which, by rapacious hunger swallow'd deep. 
Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breast 
Of the weak, hapless, uncomplaining wretch. 
Harsh pain and horror to the tender hand. 

When with his lively ray the potent sun 
Has pierc'd the streams, and rons'd the finny race, 
Tben, issuing cheerful, to thy sport repair; 
Chief should the western breeaes curling play. 
And light o'er ether bear the shadowy (donds. 
High to their fount, this day, amid the hills. 
And woodlands warbling round, trace up the brooka * 
l*he next, pursue their rocky-channell'd maxe, 
Down to the river, in whose ample wave 
Their little naiads love to sport at large. 
Just in the dubious point, where with the pool 
Is mix'd the trembling stream, or where it boils 
Around the stone, or from the hollowed bank 
Reverted plays in undulating flow : 
There throw, nice judging, the delusive fly ; 
And, as you lead it round in artful curve, 
With eye attentive mark the springing game, 
Straight as above the surface of the flood 



f 



SPRING. 



25 



They wanton rise, or, urg'd by hanger, leap, 

Then fix, with gentle twitch, the barbed hook : 

Some lightly tossing to the grassy bank. 

And to the shelving shore slow dragging some, 

With varions hand proportioned to their force. 

If yet too yonng, and easily deceived, 

A worthless prey scarce bends yonr pliant rod. 

Him, piteous of his youth, and the short space 

He has enjoy*d the vital light of heav'n. 

Soft disengage, and back into the stream 

The speckled captive throw. But shonld you lore 

From his dark hannt, beneath the tangled roots 

Of pendant trees, the monarch of the brook. 

Behoves you then to ply your finest art. 

Long time he, following cautions, scans the fly ; 

And oft attempts to seize it, but as oft 

The dimpled water speaks his jealous fear. 

At last, whilst haply o*er the shaded sun 

Passes a cloud, he desp'rate takes the death. 

With sullen plunge. At once he darts along. 

Deep struck, and runs out all the lengthened line ; 

Then seeks the farthest oose, the sheltering weed. 

The cavem'd bank, his old secure abode; 

And flies aloft, and flounces round the pool. 

Indignant of the guile. With yielding hand. 

That feels him still, yet to his furious course 

Gives way, you, now retiring, foQowing now 

Across the stream, exhaust his idle rage. 

Till, floating broad upon his breathless side. 

And to his fate abandon'd. to the shore 

You gaily drag your unresisting prise. 

Thus pass the temperate hours ; but when the sun 
Shakes from his noon day throne the scatt'ring clouds. 
E'en shooting listless languor through the deeps; 
Then seek the bank where flow'ring elders crowd. 
Where, scattered wild, the lily of the vale 
Its balmy essence breathes, where cowslips hang 
The dewy head, where purple violets lurk. 
With all the lowly children of the shade: 
Or lie recHn'd beneath yon spreading ash. 
Hung o'er the steep, whence, borne on liquid wing 
The sounding culver shoots, or where the hawk 
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High in the beetling cliff his aery builds. 
I'heie let the classic page thy fancy lead 
Through rural scenes, such as the Mantuan swain 
Paints in the matchless harmony of song. 
Or catcb thyself the landscape, gliding smft 
Athwart imagination's vivid eye: 
Or by the vocal woods and waters luli'd. 
And lost in lonely masing, in the dream, 
Confus'd, of careless solitude, where mix 
1'en thousand wand'ring images of things, 
Soothe ev'ry gust of passion into peace ; 
All hut the swellings of the soften'd heart. 
That waken, not disturb, the tranquil mind. 

Behold ! yon breathing prospect bids the muse 
Throw all her beauty forth. But who c^n paint 
Like nature ? Can imagination boast. 
Amid its gay creation, hues like hers? 
Or can it mix them with that matchless skill. 
And lose them in each other, as appears 
In ev'ry bud that blows? If fancy then 
Unequal fails beneath the pleasing task, 
Ah, what shall language dn? ah, where find words 
Ting'd with so many colours; and whose pow'r, 
To life approaching, may perfume my lays 
With that fine oil, those aromatic gales. 
That inexhaustive flow continual round? 

Yet, though successless, will the toil delight. 
Gome then, ye virgins, and ye youths, whose hearts 
Have felt the raptures of refining love ; 
And thou, Amanda, come, pride of my song! 
Form*d by the Graces, loveliness itself ! 
Come, with those downcast eyes, sedate and sweet ; 
Those looks demure, that deeply pierce the soul ; 
Where, with the light of thoughtful reason mix'd« 
Shines lively fancy and the feeling heart: 
Oh come ! and while the rosy -footed May 
Steals blushing on, together let us tread 
The morning dews, and gather in their prime 
Fresh blooming flow'ra, to grace thy braided hair. 
And thy lovM bosom, that improves their sweets. 
See, where the winding vale its lavish stores, 
Irriguous, spreads. See, how the lily drinks 
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The latent rill, scarce oozing through the graas, 

Of growth luxuriant ; or the humid bank 

In fair profusion decks. Long let us walk, 

Where the breeze blows from yon extended field 

Of blossom'd beans. Arabia cannot boast 

A fuller gale of joy, than, lib'ral, thence [sool. 

Breathes through the sense, and takes the ravish'd 

Kor is the mead unworthy of thy foot. 

Full of fresh verdure, and unnumber'd iluw'n. 

The negligence of nature, wide and wild, 

Where, undisgnis'd by mimic art, she spreads 

Unbounded beauty to the roving eye. 

Here their delicious task the fervent bees. 

In swarming millions tend : around, athwart. 

Through the soft air the busy nations fly. 

Cling to the bud, and with inserted tube 

Suck its pure essence, its ethereal soul ; 

And oft, with bolder wing, they soaring dare 

The purple heath, or where the wild thyme grows, 

And yellow load them with the luscious spoil. 

At length the finish'd garden to the view 
Its vistas opens, and its alleys green. 
Snatch'd through the verdant maze, the hurried eye 
Distracted wanders ; now the bow'ry walk 
Of covert close, where scarce a speck of day 
Falls on the lengthen'd gloom, protracted sweeptt : 
Now meetd the bending sky ; the river now 
Dimpling along, the breezy ruffled lake, 
The forest dark'ning round, the glitt'ring spire, 
th* ethereal mountain, and the distant main. 
But why so far extensive? when, at hand. 
Along these blushing borders, bright with dew. 
And in yon mingled wilderness of flow'r:>. 
Fair-handed Spring unbosoms ev'ry grace ; 
Throws out the snow-drop and the crocus first ; 
The daisy, primrose, violet darkly blue. 
And polyanthus of nnnumber'd dyes. 
The yellow wall-flower, stain'd with iron brown ; 
And lavish stock, that scents the gardeo round : 
From the soft wiug of vernal breezes shed, 
Anemonies, auriculas, enrich'd 
With shining meal o'er all their velvet leaves : 
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Endeay'ring by a thoasand tricks to catch 
The cunning, conscious, half-averted glance 
Of their regardless charmer. Should she seem 
Koft'ning, the least approvance to bestow, 
Their colours burnish, and, by hope inspired, 
They brisk advance ; then, on a sudden struck , 
Retire disorder'd ; then again approach. 
In fond rotation spread the spotted wing, 
And shiver ev'ry featber with desire. 

Connubial leagues agreed, to the deep woods 
They haste away, all as their fancy leads. 
Pleasure, or food, or secret safety, prompts ; 
That nature's great command may be obey'd: 
Nor all the sweet sensations they perceive 
Indulg'd in vain. Some to the holly hedge 
Nestling repair, and to the thicket some : 
Some to the rude protection of the thorn 
Commit their feeble offspring ; the cleft tree 
Offers its kind concealment to a few, 
Their food its insects, and its moss their nests. 
Others, apart, far in the grassy dale. 
Or rough 'ning waste, their humble texture weave. 
But most in woodland solitudes delight. 
In unfrequented glooms, or shaggy banks, 
Steep, and divided by a babbling brook. 
Whose muimnrs soothe them all the livelong day. 
When by kind duty fix'd. Among the roots 
Of hazel, pendent o'er the plaintive stream. 
They frame the first foundation of their domes ; 
Dry sprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid. 
And bound with clay together. Now 'tis nought. 
But restless hurry through the busy air. 
Beat by unnumber'd wings. The swallow sweeps 
The slimy pool, to build bis hanging house 
Intent. And often from the careless baek 
Of herds and flocks, a thousand tu;^giug bills 
Pluck hair and wool: and oft, when unobrterv'd. 
Steal from the barn a straw : till soft and warm. 
Clean and complete, their habitation grows 

As thus the patient dam assiduous sits, 
Not to be tempted from her tender task. 
Or by sharp hunger, or by smooth delight. 
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Thongh the whole looson'd Sfning around her blowtj 

Her sympathizing lover takes his stand 

High on th' opponent bank, and ceaseless sings 

The tedious time away ; or else supplies 

Her place a moment, while she sudden flits 

To pick the scanty meal. Th* appointed time 

With pious toil fulfiird, the callow young, 

Warm'd and expanded into perfect life, 

Their brittle bondage break, and come to light, 

A helpless family, demanding food 

With constant clamour. O what passions then, 

What melting sentiments of kindly care. 

On the new parents seize 1 Away they fly. 

Affectionate, and, undesiring, bear 

The most delicions morsel to their young ; 

Which, equally distributed, again 

The search begins. E'eo so a gentle pair, 

By fortune sunk, but form'd of gen'rous mould. 

And charm'd with cares beyond the vulgar breast, 

In some lone cot amidst the distant woods. 

Sustained alone by providential beav'n. 

Oft, as they weeping eye thfir infant train. 

Check their own appetites, and give them all! 

Nor toil alone they scorn : exalting love, 
By the great Father of the Spring inspired, * 
Gives instant courage to the fearful race. 
And to the simple, art. With stealthy wing. 
Should some rude foot their woody haunts molest. 
Amid a neighb'ring bush they silent drop. 
And, whirring thence, as if alarm'd, deceive 
Th' unfeeling school-boy. Hence around the head 
Of wandMng swain the white- wing'd plover wheels 
Her sounding flight, and then directly on 
In long excursion skims the level lawn. 
To tempt him from her nest. The wild duck, hence 
O'er the rough moss, and o'er the trackless waste 
The heath-hen flutters (pi<nis fraud), to lead 
The hot-pursuing spaniel far astray. 

Be not the muse asham'd, here to bemoan 
Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant man 
Inhuman caught, and in the narrow cage 
From liberty confin'd, arirl boundless air. 

•C 
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Dun are tho pretty slaves, their plamage dull. 
Ragged, and all its brigfafning lustre lost; 
Nor istiiat sprightly wildoess in their notes, 
Which, clear, and ▼ig'nrns, warbles from the beech. 
O then, ye friends of loTe, and love-taught song. 
Spare the soft tribes; this barb'roas art forbear ; 
If on yotur bosom innocence can win. 
Manic engage, or piety persnade. 

fiat let not chief the nightingale lament 
Her nun'd care, too delicately fram'd 
To brook the harsh confinement of the cage. 
Oft when, returning with her loaded bill. 
The astonish'd mother finds a vacant nest. 
By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns 
Robb'd, to the ground the vain pnivision falls ; 
Her pinions raffle, and, low drooping, scarce 
Can bear the mourner to the poplar shade ; 
Where, all abandon'd to despair, she sings 
Her sorrows through the night*; and, on the bough 
Sole sitting, still at every dying fall 
Takes up again her lamentable strain 
Of winding woe ; tiU, wide around, the woods 
Sigh to her song, and with her wail resound. 

But now the feathered youth their former bounds. 
Ardent, disdain ; and, weighing oft their wings. 
Demand the free possession of the sky : 
This one glad office more, and then dissolves 
Parental love at once, now needless grown : 
Unlavish wisdom never works in vain. 
'Tis on some ev'ning, sunny, grateful, mild. 
When nought but balm is breathing thru* the woods. 
With yellow lustre bright, that the new tribes 
Visit the spacious heav'ns, and look abroad 
On nature's common, far as they can see. 
Or wing, their range and pasture. O'er the boughs 
Dancing about, still at the giddy verge 
Their resolution fails ; their pinions still. 
In loose libration stretch'd. to trust the void. 
Trembling refiue : till down before them fly 
The parent guides, and chide, exhort, command. 
Or push them off. The surging air receives 
Its plumy burden ; and their self taught wings 
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Winnow tiie waying element. On gronnd 
Alighted, bolder up again they lead, 
Flurther and farther on, the leugth*ning flight , 
Till vaniah'd ev'ry fear, and ev'ry pow'r 
RoQsM into life and action, light in air 
Th' acquitted parents see their soaring race. 
And, onoe rejoicing, never know them more* 

High from the summit of a craggy cliff 
Hung o'er the deep, such as amazing frowns 
On utmost Kilda's* shnre, whose lonely race 
Resign the setting sun to Indian worlds, 
The royal eagle draws his vigorous young. 
Strong ponuc'd, and ardent with paternal Are. 
Now fit to raise a kingdom of their own, 
He drives them from his fort, the tow'ring seat» 
For ages, of his empire ; which, in peace, 
Unstain'd he holds, while many a league to sea 
He wings his course, and preys in dutant isles. 

Should I my steps turn to the rural seat. 
Whose lofty elms and venerable oaks 
Invite the rook, who, high amid the boughs. 
In early spring his airy city builds. 
And ceaseless caws amnsive ; there well pleas'd 
I might the various polity survey 
Of the mix'd household kind. The careful hen 
Calls all her chirping family around. 
Fed and defended by the fearless cock ; 
Whose breast with ardour flames, as on he walks, 
Graceful, and crows defiance. In the pond. 
The flnely-chequer'd duck before her train 
Rows garrulous. The stately sailing swan 
Gives out his snowy plumage to the gale ; 
And, arching proud his neck, with oary feet 
Bears forward fierce, and guards his osier isle. 
Protective of bin young. The turkey nigh. 
Loud threatening, reddens; while the peacock spreads 
His ev'ry colonr'd glory to the sun. 
And swims in radiant majesty along. 
O'er the whole homely scene, the cooing dove 
Flies thick in am'rous cbase, and wanton rolls 
The glancing eye, and turns the changeful neck. 

* Tbs firth eat of the western Island! of Scoiivad. 
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While thn* the gentle tenantu of the shade 
Indulge their purer loves, the rougher world 
Of brutes below nuh furioui into flame. 
And fierce desire. Through all his lusty reins 
The bull, deep-scorch*d, the raging passion feeU. 
Of pasture sick, and negligent of food, 
Scarce seen, he wades among the yellow broom. 
While o'er his ample sides the rambling sprays 
Luxuriant shoot ; or through the masy wood 
Dejected wanders, nor th' enticing bud 
Crops, though it presses on his careless sense. 
And oft in jealous madd'ning fancy wrapt. 
He seeks the fight ; and, idly batting, feigns 
His rival gor'd in ev'ry knotty trunk. 
Him should he meet, the bellowing war begins: 
Their eyes flash lury ; to the hollow'd earth. 
Whence the sand flies, they mutter bloody deeds. 
And groaning deep th' impetuous battle mix : 
While the fair heifer, balmy breathing, near. 
Stands kindling up their rage. The trembling steed, 
With his hot impulse seii'd in every nerve. 
Nor heeds the rein, nor hears the Mounding thong ; 
Blows are not felt; but, tossing high his head. 
And by the well known joy to distant plains 
Attracted strong, all wild he bursts away ; 
O'er rocks, and woods, and craggy mountains flies ; 
And, neighing, on the aerial summit takes 
Th' exciting gale ; then, steep descending, cleaves 
The headlong torrents foaming down the hil!s« 
E'en where the madness of the straiten'd stream 
Turns in black eddies round : such is the force 
With which his frantic heart and sinews swell. 

Nor undelighted by the boundless Spring 
Are the broad monsters of the foaming deep : 
From the deep oose and gelid cavern rous'd, 
They flounce and tumble in unwieldy joy. 

Dire were the strain, and dissonant, to sing 
The cruel raptures of the savage kind : 
How, by this flame their native wrath sublim'd, 
They roam, amid the fury of their heart. 
The far resounding waste, in fiercer bands. 
And growljheir horrid loves. But this the tbene 
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1 sing, enraptured, to the British fair» 

Forbids ; and leads me to the raountain brow, 

(Vhere sits the tbepberd on the grassy turf. 

Inhaling, healthful, the descending sun. 

ground him fcedit his many-bleating flock, 

'Jf various cadence ; and his sportive lambs, 

I'Uis way and that convoWd, in friskful glee. 

Their frolics play. And now the sprightly race 

Invites them forth ; when swift, the signal giv'o. 

They start away, and sweep the massy mound 

That runs around the hill ; the rampart once 

Of iron war, in ancient barb'rous times, 

When disunited Britain ever bled. 

Lost in eternal broil : ere yet she grew 

To this deep-laid indissoluble state. 

Where wealth and commerce lift their golden heads. 

And o'er our labours liberty and law, 

impartial, watch; the wonder of a world! 

VVhat is this mighty breath, ye sages say, 
That, in a pow'rful language, felt, not heard, 
Instructs the fowls of heaven ; and thro' their breast 
These arts of love diffuses ? What, but Godt 
Inspiring God 1 who, boundless spirit all. 
And unremitting energy, pervades. 
Adjusts, HUiitains, and agitates the whole. 
He ceaseletts works alone : and yet alone 
Seems not to work ; with such perfection fram*d 
Is this complex stupendous scheme of things. 
But, though conceal'd to ev'ry purer eye 
Th' infoitiing Ar Jior in his works appears; 
Chief, lovely Spring, in thee, and thy soft scenes. 
The smiling God is seen ; while water, earth, 
And air, attest his bounty ; which exidts 
The brute creation to his finer thought. 
And annual melts their un designing hearts 
Profusely thus in tenderness and joy. 

Still let my song a nobler note assume. 
And sing th' infusive force of Spring on man : 
When heav'n and earth, as if contending, vie. 
To raise his being, and serene his soul, ^ 

Can he forbear to Join the gen'ral smile ,' 

Of nature t Can fierce passions vex his breast. 
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While e-v'ry gala b peace, and ev'ry grove 

Is melody ! Henee from the bounteous walls 

Of flowing Spring, ye sordid sons of earth. 

Hard, and unfeeling of another's woe ; 

Or only lavish to yourselves ; away I 

But come, ye genYous minds, in whose wide thought. 

Of all his works, creative bounty bums 

With wannest beam, and on your open front 

And lib'ral eye, sits, from his dark retreat 

Inviting modest Want. Nor till invok'd 

Can restless goodness wait : your active search 

Leares no cold wintry comer nnexplor'd : 

like silent- working Heav'n, surprising oft 

The lonely heart with unexpected good. 

For you the roving spirit of the wind 

Blows Spring abroad ; for you the teeming clouds 

Descend in gladsome plenty o*er the world ; 

And the sun sheds his kindest rays for yoa. 

Ye flow'r of human race! In these green days 

Reviving Sickness lifts her languid head ; 

Life flows afresh; and young-ey'd Health exalts 

The whole creation round. Contentment walks 

The sunny glade, and feels an inward bliss 

Spring o*er her heart, beyond the pow'r of kings 

To purchase. Pure serenity apace 

Induces thought, and contemplation still. 

By swift degrees the love of nature works. 

And warms the bosom ; till at last sublim'd 

To rapture and enthusiastic heat, 

We feel the present Deity, and taste 

The joy of God to see a happy world 1 

These are the sacred feelings of thy heart, 
Thy heart informed by reason's purer ray, 
O Lyttelton,the friend! thy passions thus 
And meditations vary, as at large, 
Courting the Muse, thro' Hagley Park thou •tray'tt, 
Thy British Temp6 ! There along the dale. 
With woods o'erhung, and ahagg'd with mossy rocks 
Whence on each hand the gushing waters play, 
And down the rough cascade white-dashing fall, 
Or gleam'd in lengthened vista through the trees, ' 
You silent steal ; or sit beneath the shade 
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Of aolenm oaks, that tuft tlie awelling monnrs 
Thrown graceful round by nature's careleu hand, 
And pensiTe liaten to the ▼ariouii voice 
Of rural peace : the herdg, the flocks, the birdti, 
The hollow-whisp'ring breeze, the plaint of rills, 
That, purling down amid the twisted roots 
Which creep around, their dewy murmurs shake 
On the sooth'd ear. From these abstracted, oft 
You wander through the philosophic world ; 
Where in bright train continual wonders risef 
Or to the curious or the pious eye. 
And oft, conducted by historic truth. 
Yon tread the long extent of backward time. 
Planning, with warm benevolence of mind. 
And honest zeal, nnwarpM by party rage, 
Britannia's weal ; how from the venal gulf 
To raise her virtue, and her arts revive. 
Or, turning thence thy view, these graver thoughts 
The muses charm : while, with sure taste refin'd, 
Yon draw th' inspiring breath of ancient song 
Till nobly rises, emulous, thy own. 

Perhaps thy lov'd Lncinda shares thy walk. 
With soul to thine attun'd. Then nature all 
Wears to the lover's eye a look of love ; 
And all the tumult of a guilty world, 
Tost by ungen'rous passions, sinks away. 
The tender heart is animated peace ; 
And as it pours its oopions treasures forth. 
In Taried converse, soft'ning every theme. 
You, frequent pausing, turn, and from her eyes. 
Where meeken'd sense, and amiable grace. 
And lively sweetness, dwell, enraptur'd drink 
That nameless spirit of ethereal joy, 
Unutterable happiness ! which love 
Alone bestows, and on a favour'd few, 
Meantime you gain the height, from whose fair brow 
The bursting prospect spreads immense around ; 
And snatch'd o*er hill and dale, and wood and lawn, 
And verdant field, and dark'ning heath between, 
And V illages embosom'd soft in trees. 
And spiry towns by surging columns mark'd 
Of household smoke, your eye excursive roams : 
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Wide-stretching from the hall, in whose kind haiint 

The hospitable genius lingers still, 

To where the broken landscape, by degrees 

Ascending, roughens into rigid hills ; 

O'er which the Cambrian mountains, like far clouds 

That skirt the blue horizon, dusky rise. 

Plosh'd by the spirit of the genial year. 
Now from the virgin's cheek a fresher bloom 
Shoots, less and less, the live carnation round ; 
Her lips blush deeper sweets; she breathes uf youth ; 
The shining moisture swells into her eyes 
In brighter flow ; her wishing bosom heaves 
With palpitations wild; kind tumults seize 
Her veins, and all her yielding soul is love. 
From the keen gase her lover turns away. 
Full of the dear ecstatic power, and sick 
With sighing languishment. Ah, then, ye fair ! 
Be greatly cautious of your sliding hearts: 
Dare not the infectious sigh ; the pleading look. 
Downcast and low, in meek submission drest. 
But full of guile. Let not the fervent tongue. 
Prompt to deceive, with adulation smooth, 
Gain on your purpos'd will. Nor in the bower, 
Where woodbines flaunt, and roses shed a couch* 
While Evening draws her crimson curtains round. 
Trust your soft minutes with betraying man. 

And let the aspiring youth beware of love, 
Of the smooth glance beware ; for 'tis too late, 
When on his heart the torrent softness pours. 
Then wisdom prostrate lies, and fading fame 
Dissolves in air away ; while the fond soul, 
R^ipt in gay visions of unreal bUss, 
Still paints th' illusive form ; the kindling grace; 
Th' enticing smile ; the modest-seeming eye. 
Beneath whose beauteous beams, belying hearea. 
Lurk searchlem cunning, cruelty, and death : 
And still false warbling in his cheated ear. 
Her siren-Toice, enchanting, draws him on 
To guileful shores, and meads of fatal joy. 

E*eu present, in the very lap of love 
Inglorious laid; while music flows around. 
Perfumes, and oils, and wine, and wanton hours; 
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Amid fbe roses fierce Repentance rears 

Her snaky crest: a quick-returning pang 

Shoots through the cooscions heart, where honour stiDf 

And great design, against th* oppressive load 

Of luxury, by fits, impatient heave. 

But absent, >j(hat fantastic woes, amus'd, 
Rage in each thought, by restless musing fed, 
Chill the warm cheek, and blast the bloom of life' 
Neglected fortune flies ; and sliding swift. 
Prone into ruin, fall his scorn'd affairs. 
*Tis nought but gloom around ; the darkened auir 
Loses his light. The rosy-bosom'd Spring 
To weeping fancy pines: and yon bright arch, 
Contracted, bends into a dusky vault. 
All nature fades extinct; and she alone 
Heard, felt, and seen, possesses every thought, 
RIls CTery sense, and pants in every vein. 
Books are but formal dolness, tedious friends : 
And sad amid the social bands he sits, 
Lonely and unattentive. From his tongue 
The unfinish'd period falls; while borne away 
On swelling thought his wafted spirit flies 
To the vain bosom of his distant fair ; 
And leaves the semblance of a lover, fix'd 
In melancholy site, with head declined. 
And love-dejected eyes. Sudden he starts. 
Shook from his tender trance, and restless runs 
To glimmering shades, and sympathetic glooms ; 
Where the dun umbrage o'er the falling stream 
Romantic, hangs ; there through the pensiTe dusk 
Stra3r8, in heart- thrilling meditation lost. 
Indulging all to love ; or on the bank. 
Thrown amid drooping lilies, swells the breer^e 
With sighs unceasing, and the brook with tears. 
Thus in soft anguish he consumes the day ; 
Nor quits his deep retirement, till the moon 
Peeps through the chambers of the fleecy east, 
Enlighten*d by degrees, and in her train 
Leads on the gentle hours; then forth he walks, 
Beneath the trembling languish of her beam. 
With soften'd soul, and woos the bird of eve 
To mingle woes with his ; or, while the world. 




T/i 



40 



SPRING. 



And aU the tons of Care, lie hush'd in sleep, 

AsMHdated with the midnight shadows drear; 

And, sighing to the lonely taper, ponrs 

His idly-tortur'd heart into the page, 

Meant for the moving messenger of love ; 

Where rapture burntt on rapture, every line 

With rising frenzy fir'd. But if on bed 

Delirious flung, sleep from his pillow flies; 

All night he todses, nor the balmy power 

In any posture finds; till the gray mom 

Lifts her pale lustre on the paler wretch. 

Exanimate by love; and then perhaps 

Exhausted nature sinks a while to rest. 

Still interrupted by distracted dreams. 

That o'er the sick imagination riae. 

And in black colours paint the mimic scene. 

Oft with th' enchantress of his soul he talks u 

Sometimea in crowds distress'd ; or if retir'd 

To secret winding flow'r-enwoTen bowers. 

Far from the dull impertinence of man. 

Just as he, credulouiit, hia endless cares 

Begins to lose in blind oblivions love, 

Snatch'd from her yielded hand, he knows not how. 

Through forests huge, and long untravell'd heaths 

With desolation brown, he wanders waste. 

In night and tempest wrapt; or shrinks aghast. 

Back from the bending precipice ; or wades 

The turbid stream below, and strives to reach 

The farther shore ; where, succourless and sad. 

She with extended arms his aid implores ; 

But strives in vain : borne by th* outrageous flood 

To distance down, he rides llie ridgy wave. 

Or whelm'd beneath the boiling eddy sinks. 

These are the charming agonies of love. 
Whose misery delights. But through the heart 
Should jealousy its venom once diffuse, 
Tis then delightful misery no more. 
But agony unmix'd, incessant gall. 
Corroding every thought, and blasting all 
Love's paradise. Ye fairy prospects, then, 
Te beds of roses, and ye bowers of joy. 
Farewell! ye gleamings of departed peace. 
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Shine out your last ; the yellow>tiiigii|g plagwi 

Internal vidon taints, and in a night 

Of livid gloom imagination vrapN. 

Ah ! then, instead of lore-enliven'd eheeks. 

Of sonny features ; and of ardent eyes 

With flowing rapture bright, dark looks succeed, 

Soffhs'd, and glaring with nntender fire ; 

A donded aspect, and a burning cheek. 

Where the whole poison'd soul malignant sits. 

And frightens lore away. Ten thousand fears 

Inrented wild, ten thousand frantic views 

Of horrid rivals, hanging un the charms 

For which he melts in fondness, eat him up 

With fervent anguish, and oonsumiog rage. 

In rain reproaches lend their idle aid. 

Deceitful pride, and resolntion frail, 

Giving false peace a moment. Fancy pours. 

Afresh, her beauties on his busy thought. 

Her first endearments, twining round the soul, 

Widi all the witchcraft of ensnaring love. 

Strait the fierce storm involves his mind anew, 

Flames through the nerves, and boils along the veins ; 

While anxious doubt distracts the tortur*d heart ; 

For even the sad assurance of his fears 

Were ease to what he feels. Thus the warm youth. 

Whom love deludes into his thorny wilds. 

Through flowery-tempting paths, or leads a Ufe 

Of fever'd rapture, or of cruel care ; 

His brightest aims extingnish'd all, and all 

His lively moments running down to waste. 

But happy they, the happiest of their kind. 
Whom gentler stars unite, and in one fate 
Their hearts, their fortunes, and their beings blend. 
Tis not the coarser tie of human laws. 
Unnatural oft, and foreign to the mind. 
That binds their peace ; but harmony itself. 
Attuning all their passions into love : 
Where friendship full exerts her softest poww. 
Perfect esteem, enliven'd by desire 
Ineffkble and sympathy of soul ; 
Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will 
With boundless confidence ; for nought but love 
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Can answer ]oi^« and render bliss secure. 
Let him, ungen'roos, who, aloue intent 
To bless himself, from sordid parents buys 
The loathing virgin, in eternal care. 
Well-merited, consume his nights and days; 
Let barbarous nntions, whose inhuman love 
Is wild desire, fierce as the suns they feel ; 
Let eastern tyrants, from the light of heaven 
Seclude their bosom slaves, meanly possessed 
Of a mere lifeless violated form : 
While those whom love cements in holy faith, 
And equal transport, free as Nature live. 
Disdaining fear. What is the world to them. 
Its pomp, its pleasure, and its nonsense all. 
Who in each other clasp whatever fair 
High fancy forms, and lavish hearts can wishf 
Something than beauty dearer, should they look 
Or on the mind, or mind*iliumin'd face ; 
Truth, goodness, honcur, harmony, and love, 
The richest bounty of indulgent Heaven. 
Meantime a smiling offspring rises round. 
And mingles both their graces. By degrees. 
The human blossom blows; and every day. 
Soft as it rolls along, shews some new charm. 
The father's lustre, and the mother's bloom. 
Then infant reason grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand of an assiduous care. 
Delightful task ! to rear the tender thought. 
To teach the young idea how to shoot. 
To pour the fresh instruction o'er the mind. 
To breathe th' enlivening spirit, and to fix 
The generous purpose in the glowing breast. 
Oh speak the joy! ye, whom the sudden tear^ 
Surprises often, while you look around. 
And nothing strikes your eye but sights of bliss. 
All various nature pressing on the heart : 
An elegant sufficiency, content. 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendship, books. 
Ease and alternate labour, useful life. 
Progressive virtue, and approving Heaven. 
These are the matchless joys of virtuous love ; 
And thus their moments fly. The Seasons thus. 
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As ceaseleas round a jarring world they roll, 
Still find them happy ; and consentinir Spring 
Sheda her own rosy garland on rheir heads : 
Till evening comes at Itst, serene tiod mild ; 
When, after the long Temal day of life, 
Enamoar'd more^ as more remembrance swells 
With many a proof of recollected love, 
Together down tbey sink in social sleep ; 
Together freed, their gentle spirits fly 
To scenes where love and bliss immortal reign. 
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Tbe rabject propoMd. lovocatioo. Address to Mr. Dodiovton. 
An introdactory reflection on the motion of tbe beavenlv bodies: 
whence tbe soccesslon of the seasons. As tbe face or Nature 
in tbis season is almost uniform, the progress of the poem is a 
descriptioQ of a sommer'ii daj. The clawn. Snn-rising. Hymn 
to tile sun. Forenoon. Summer <nsecu described. Hajr-roalunf. 
Sheep-sheariof. Noon-day. A woodlHud retreat. Group of 
herds and flocks. A solemn ((rove : how it affects a contempla- 
tire mind. A cataract, and rude scene. View of the Summer 
in the torrid zone. Storm of thunder and lightning. A tale* 
The storm over, a verene afternoon. Bathing. Hour of walk- 
ing. Transition to the prospect of a rich well-cultivated coun- 
try ; which introduces a panegyric on Great Britain. Sun-seL 
Eveninr. Night. Summer meteors. A comet. The whole 
concluding with tbe praise of philosophy. 

pROM brightening fields of ether fair disclosed. 
Child of the Sun, refulgent Summer comes. 
In pride of youth, and felt through Nature's depth : 
He comes attended by the sultry hours, 
And ever-fanning breezes, on his way ; 
While, from his ardent look, the turning Spring 
Averts his blushful face, and earth and skies. 
All-smiling, to his hot dominion leaves. 

Hence let me haste into the mid-wood shade. 
Where scarce a sunbeam wanders through the gloom : 
And on the dark-green grass, beside the brink 
Of haunted stream, that by the roots of oak 
Rolls o*er the rucky channel, lie at large. 
And sing the glories of the circling year. 

Come, Inspiration ! from thy hermitseat. 
By mortal seldom found : may Fancy dare, 
From thy fix'd serious eye, and raptnr'd glance 
Shot on surrounding heaven, to steal one look 
Creative of the poet, every i>ower 
Exalting to an ecstacy of soul. 

And thou, my youthful Muse's early friend, 
In whom the human graces all unite : 
Pure light of mind, and tenderness of heart; 
Genius and wisdom ; the gay social sense. 
By decency chastis'd; goodness and wit. 
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In seldom-meeting harmony oombin'd ; 
Unblemuhed honour, and an active seal 
For Britain's glory, Liberty and Man : 
O Dodington ! attend my rural song. 
Stoop to my theme, inspirit ev'ry line. 
And teach me to deserve thy just applause. 

With what an awful world-revolving pow*r 
Were first the unwieldy planets launched along 
Th' illimitable void ! thus to remain, 
Amid the flux of many thousand years. 
That oft has swept the toiling race of men. 
And all their labour'd monuments, away. 
Firm, unremitting, matchless in their course ; 
To the kind-temper'd change of night and day. 
And of the seasons ever stealing round, 
Minutely faithful : such th' all-perfect Hand I 
That pois'd, impels, and rules the steady whole. 

When now no more th' alternate Twins are fir'd. 
And Cancer reddens with the solar blase. 
Short is the doubtful empire of the night ; 
And soon observant of approaching day. 
The meek-ey*d Mom appears, mother of dews. 
At first faint gleaming in the dappled east ; 
Till far o'er ether spreads the widening glow ; 
And, from before the lustre of her face, 
White break the clouds away. With quickened step, 
Bmwn Night retires : young Day pours in apace. 
And opens all the lawny prospect wide. 
The dripping rock, the mountain's misty top. 
Swell on the sight, and brighten with the dawn. 
Blue, through the dusk, the smoking currents shine : 
And from the bladed field the fearful hare 
Limps, awkward : while along the forest glade 
The wild deer trip, and often turning gaze 
At early passenger. Music awakes 
The naUve voice of undissembled joy ; 
And thick around the woodland hymns arise. 
Roas'd by the cock, the soon-clad shepherd leaves 
His mos4y cottage, where with peace he dwella ; 
And from the crowded fold, in order drives 
His flock to taste the verdure of the mom. 

Falsely luxnxiooa, will not man awake. 
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And, springing from the bed of sloth, enjoy 

The cool, the fragrant, and the silent honr. 

To meditation dne and sacred song! 

For is there aaght in sleep can cbarm the wise 1 

Tti lie in dead oblition, losing half 

The fleeting moments of too short a life: 

Total extinction of th' enlighten'd soul I 

Or else to feT'rish ranity alive, 

Wilder'd and tossing through distemper'd dreams 

Who would in sarh a gloomy state remain 

Longer than Nature craves ; when evey muse 

And every blooming pleasure wait without. 

To bless die wildly-devious morning walk T 

But yonder comes the powerful King of Day, 
Rejoicing in the east. The lessening cloud. 
The kindling asure, and the mountain's brow. 
Illum'd with fluid gold, his near approach 
Betoken glad. Lo i now, apparent all. 
Aslant the dew-bright earth, and coloured air, 
He looks in boundless majesty abroad ; 
And sheds the shining day, that burnish'd plays 
On rocks, and hills, and towers, andwandering streams 
High-gleaming from afar. Prime cheerer, Light! 
Of all material beings first, and best t 
Efflux divine ! Nature's resplendent robe *. 
Without whose vesting beauty all were wrapt 
In unessential gloom; and thou, O Sun ? 
Soul of surrounding worlds ! in whom best seen 
Shines out thy Maker ! may I sing uf thee T 

'Tis by the secret, strong, attractive force. 
As with a chain indissuluble bound. 
Thy system rolls entire ; from the far bourn 
Of utmost Saturn, wheeling wide his round 
Of thirty years : to Mercury, whojie disk 
Can scarce be caught by philosophic eye. 
Lost in the near effulgence of thy blase. 

Informer of the planetary train ! 
Without whose quick'ning glance their cumbrous trN 
Were brute nnloreiy mass, inert and dead. 
And not, as now, the green abodes of life ! 
How many forms of being wait on thee ; 
Inhaling syirit ; from the nnfetter'd mind, 
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By thee snbliin'd» down to the daily race, 
The mixing myriads of thy setting beam t 

The vegetable world is also thine» 
Varent of Seasons ! who the pomp precede 
That waits thy throne, as through thy vast domain. 
Annual, along the bright elliptic road. 
In world-rejoicing state, it mo^es sublime. 
Meantime the expecting nations, circled gay 
With all the various tribes of foodful earth. 
Implore thy bounty or send grateful up 
A common hymn : while, round thy beaming car, 
High seen, the Seasons lead, in sprightly dance 
Harmonious knit, the rosy-finger'd Hours, 
I The Zephyrs floating loose, the timely Rains, 

Of bloom ethereal the light-footed Dews, 
And sofcen'd into joy the surly Storms. 
These in successive turn, with lavish hand. 
Shower every beauty, every fragrance shower. 
Herbs, flowers, and fruits ; till kindling at thy touch, 
From land to land in flush'd the vernal year. 

Nor to the surface of enliven'd earth. 
Graceful with hills and dales, and leafy woods, 
Her liberal tresses, is thy force con fin 'd ; 
But, to the boweU'd cavern darting deep. 
The mineral kinds confess thy mighty power. 
Effulgent hence, the veiny marble shines ; 
Hence Labour draws his tools, hence bumish'd War 
Gleams on the day : the nobler works of Peace 
Hence bless mankind, and generous Commerce binds 
The round of nations in a golden chain. 

The unfruitful rock itself, impregn'd by thee. 
In dark retirement forms the lucid stone. 
The lively Diamond drinks thy purest rays. 
Collected light, compact ; that, polish'd bright, 
And ail its native lustre let abroad, 
Dares, as it sparkles on the fair one's breast, 
With vain ambition emulate her eyes. 
At thee the Ruby lights its deepening glow. 
And with a waving radiance inward flames ; 
From thee the Sapphire, solid ether, takes 
Its hue cerulean ; and, of evening tinct. 
The porplO'Streaming Amethyst is thine. 

• 1> 
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With thy own smile the yellow Topaz bums ; 
Nor deeper verdure dyes the robe of Spring, 
When first she gives it to the soatheru gale» 
Than the green Emerald shews. But all oombin'd 
Thick through the whitening Opal play thy beams; 
Or, flying several from its surface, form 
A trembling variance of revolving hues. 
As the site varies in the gaxer's hand. 

The very dead creation, from thy touch 
Assumes a mimic life. By thee refin'd 
In brighter mazes the reluctant stream 
Plays o'er the mead. The precipice abrupt. 
Projecting horror on the blacken 'd flood. 
Softens at thy return. The desert joys 
Wildly, through all his melancholy bounds ; 
Rude ruins glitter ; and the briny deep. 
Seen from some pointed promontory's top. 
Far to the blue horizon's utmost verge. 
Restless, reflects a floating gleam. But this. 
And all the much-transported Muse can sing. 
Are to thy beauty, dignity and use. 
Unequal far : great del4^ated source 
Of light, and life, and grace, and joy below! 

How shall I then attempt to sing of Him 
Who, Light Himself, in uncreated light 
Invested deep, dwells awfully retired 
From mortal eye, or angel's purer ken ? 
Whose single smile has, from the first of time, 
FiU'd overflowing, all those lamps of heaven. 
That beam for ever through the boundless sky : 
But, should he hide his face, the astonit$h*d sun. 
And all the extinguish'd stars, would loos'ning reel 
Wide from their spheres, and chaos come again. 

And yet was every faultering tongue of Man, 
Almighty Father silent in thy praise, 
Thy works themselves would raise a general voice ; 
Even in the depth of solitary woods. 
By human foot untrod, proclaim thy power. 
And to the quire celestial Thee resound, 
The eternal cause, support, and end of all! 

To me be Nature's volume broad displa]^'^; 
And to peruse its all instructing page. 
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Or, haply catching inapiration thence, 
Some easy passage, raptar'd, to translate, 
My sole delight ; as through the falling gloom» 
Pensile 1 stray, or with the rising dawn 
On Fancy's eagle wing excursive soar. 

Now, flaming up the heavens, the potent sun 
Melts into limpid air the high-raised clouds. 
And morning fogs, that hover'd round the hills 
In party*colour'd bands ; till wide unveil'd 
The face of Nature shines, trova. where earth seems. 
Par stretch 'd around, to meet the bending sphere. 

Half in a blush of clustering roses lost. 
Dew-dropping Coolness to the shade retires ; 
There, on the verdant turf, or flowery bed. 
By gelid founts and careless rills to muse ; 
While tyrant Heat, dispreading through the sky. 
With rapid sway, his burning influence darts 
On man, and beast, and herb, and tepid stream. 

Who can nnpitying see the flowery race. 
Shed by the mom, their new flusk'd bloom resign, 
Before the parching beam T So fade the fair, 
When fevers revel through their azure veins; 
But one» the lofty follower of the sun, 
Sad when he sets, shuts up her yellow leaves 
Drooping all night ; and, when he warm returns. 
Points her enamour'd bosom to his ray. 

Home, from his morning task, the swain retreats ; 
His flock before him stepping to the fold : 
While the fuU-udder'd mother lows around 
The cheerful cottage, then expecting food. 
The food of innocence and health I The daw, 
The rook, and magpie, to the gray-grown oaks 
That the calm village in their verdant arms. 
Sheltering, embrace, direct their lazy flight ; 
Where on the mingling boughs they sit embower'd,. 
All the hot noon, till cooler hours arise. 
Faint, underneath, the household fowls convene ; 
And in a corner of the buzzing shade. 
The house-dog, with the vacant greyhound, lies 
Ontstretch'd and sleepy. In his slumbers one 
Attacks the nightly rhief, and one exults 
O'er hill and dale ; till, waken'd by the wasp*- 
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They starting snap. Nor flhall the Mnse <iij<l*} » 
To let the little noisy summer- race 
Lire in her lay, and flutter through her song ; 
Not mean though simple ; to the sun allied. 
From him they draw their animating fire. 

Wak'd by his warmer ray, the reptile young 
Come wing'd abroad; by the light air upborne. 
Lighter, and full of soul. From ev'ry chink. 
And secret comer, where they slept away 
The wintry storms; or rising from their tombs. 
To higher life ; by myriads, forth at once. 
Swarming they pour ; of all the varied hues 
Their beauty-beaming parent can disclose. 
Ten thousand forms! ten thousand different tribes 
People the blase. To sunny waters some 
By fatal instinct fly; where on the pool 
They, sportive, wheel ; or sailing down the stream. 
Are {inatch'd immediate by the quick-ey'd trout, 
Or darting salmon. Through the green-wnod glade 
Some love to stray ; there lodg'd, amus'd, and fed 
In the fresh leaf. Luxurious, others make 
The meads their choice, and visit ev'ry flow'r. 
And ev'ry latent herb ; for the sweet task. 
To propagate their kinds, and where to wrap. 
In what soft beds, tneir young yet undisdos'd. 
Employs their tender care. Some to the house. 
The fold, and dairy, hungry, bend their flight ! 
Sip round the pail, or taste the curdling cheese : 
Oft, inadvertent, from the milky stream 
They meet their fate; or weltering in the bowl. 
With powerless wings around them wrapt, expire. 

But chief to heedless flies the window proves 
A constant death ; where, gloomily retir'd. 
The villain spider lives, cunning and fierce. 
Mixture abhorr'd ! Amid a mangled heap 
Of carcasses, in eager watch he sits, 
O'erlooking all his waving snares around. 
Near the dire cell the dreadless wanderer oft 
Passes ; as oft the ruffian shews his front. 
The prey at last ensnar'd, he dreadful darts. 
With rapid glide, along the leaning line; 
And, fixing in the wretch his cruel fangs. 
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Strikes backward grimly pleas'd : th«i llntf ring wing 
And shriller sound declare extreme distress, 
And ask die helping hospitable hand. 

Resounds the living surface of the groond : 
Nor undelightful is the ceaseless hum. 
To him who muses through the wood at noon : 
Or drowsy shepherd as he lies reclin'd, 
With half-shut eyes, beneath the floating shade 
Of willows gray, close crowding o'er the brook. 

Gradual, from these what nnrn'rons kinds descondf 
Erading e'en the microscopic eye ! 
Full Nature swarms with life : one wondrous mass 
Of animals, or atoms organiz'd 
Waiting the vital breath, when Parent Heaven 
Shall bid his spirit blow. The hoary fen. 
In putrid streams, emits the living doad 
Of pestilence. Through subterranean cells. 
Where searching sun-beams scarce can find a way, 
Earth animated heaves. The flowery leaf 
Wants not its soft inhabitants. Secure 
Within its winding citadel the stone 
Holds multitudes. But chief the forest-boughs* 
That dance nnnnmber'd to the playful breese, 
The downy orchard, and the melting pulp 
Of mellow fruit, the nameless nations feed 
Of evanescent insects. Where the pool 
Stands mantled o'er with green, invisible 
Amid the floating verdure millions stray. 
Each liquid too, whether it pierces, soothes. 
Inflames, refreshes, or exalts the taste. 
With various forms abounds. Nor is the stream 
Of purest crystal, nor the lucid air. 
Though one transparent vacancy it leems, 
Void of their unseen people. These conceal'd 
By the kind art of forming Heaven, escape 
The grosser eye of man : for, if the worlds 
In worlds enclosed should on his senses burst, 
Prom cates ambrosial, and the nectar'd bowl. 
He would abhorrent turn ; and in dead night. 
When silence sleeps overall, be stunn'd with noise. 

Let no presuming impious railer tax 
Oreative Wisdom, as if aught was form'd 
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In -wwin, or not for admirable eods. 

Shall little haughty Ignorance pronounce 

His works unwise, of which the smallest part 

Exceeds the narrow vision of her mindf 

As if upon a fnll-pro|iortion'd dome. 

On swelling columns heav'd, the pride of art, 

A critic-fly, whose feeble ray scarce spreads 

An inch around, with bliod presumption bold. 

Should dare to tax the structure of the whole. 

And lives the man, whose universal eye 

Has swept at once tb' unbounded scheme of things; 

Marked their dependance so, and firm accord. 

As with unfaltering accent to conclude 

That thisavaileth nought f Has any seen 

The mighty chain of beings, lessening down 

From infinite perfection to the brink 

Of dreary nothing, desolate abyss ! 

From whicb astonish'd thought, recoiling, turns! 

Till then, alone let sealous praise ascend, 

And hymns of holy wonder, to that Power, 

Whose wisdom shines as lovely on our minds. 

As on our smiling eyes his servaut-snn. 

Thick in yon stream of light, a thousand ways. 
Upward, and downward, thwarting, and convolv'd. 
The quivering nations sport : till tempest- wing'd. 
Fierce Winter sweeps them from the face of day. 
E'en so luxurious men unheeding pass 
An idle summer-life in fortune's shine, 
A season's glitter 1 Thus they flutter on 
From toy to toy, from vanity to vice ; 
Till, blown away by death, oblivion comes 
Behind, and strikes them from the book of life. 

Now swarms the village o'er the jovial mead : 
The rustic youth, brown with meridian toil, 
Healthful and strong ; full as the summer-rose. 
Blown by prevailing suns, the ruddy maid, 
Half-naked, swelling on the sight, and all 
Her kindled graces burning o'er her cheek. 
Even stooping age is here ; and infant hands 
Trail the long rake, or with the fragrant load 
O'ercharc^'d, amid the kind oppression roll. 
Wide flies the tedded grain ; all in a row 
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Airaaciag broad, or wheeling round the field, 
They spread their breathing harvest to the axm. 
That throwd refreshment round a rural smell: 
Or, as they rake the green -appearing ground. 
And drive the dusky wave along the mead. 
The russet haycock rises thick behind. 
In order gay. While heard from dale to dale. 
Waking the breese, resounds the blended voice 
Of happy labour, love, and social glee. 

Or rushing thence, in one diffusive band. 
They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog 
Compeird, to where the many-ranning brook 
Forms the deep pool; this bank abrupt and high. 
And that fair spreading in a pebbled shore. 
Urg'd to the giddy brink, much is the toil. 
The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs. 
Ere the soft fearfal people to the flood 
Commit their woolly sides. And oft the swain^ 
On some impatient seising, hurls them in : 
Embolden'd then, nor hesitating more. 
Fast, fast, they plunge amid the flashing wave. 
And panting labour to the farthest shore : 
Repeated this, till deep the well-wash'd fleeee 
Has drunk the flood, and from hu lively haunt 
The trout is banish'd by the sordid stream ; 
Heavy, and dripping, to the breeay brow 
Slow move the harmless race ; where, as they spread 
Their swelling treasures to the sunny ray, 
Inly disturb'd, and wondering what this wild 
Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints 
The country fill : and, toss'd from rock to rock. 
Incessant bleatings run around the hills. 
At last, of snowy white, the gathered flocks 
Are in the watded pen innumerous press'd. 
Head above head : and rang'd in lusty rows, 
The shepherds sit, and whet the sounding shears. 
The housewife waits to roll her fleecy stores, 
With all her gay-drest maids attending round. 
One, chief in gracious dignity enthroned. 
Shines o'er the rest, the pastoral queen, and rays 
Her smiles, sweet-beaming, on her shepherd king; 
While the glad circle round them yield their souls 



54 



SUMMER. 



To festive mirth, and wit that know* no gall. 
Meantime their joyoiu task goes en apace: 
Some, mingling, stir the melted tar, and some. 
Deep on the new-shorn vagrant's heaving side. 
To stamp his master's cipher ready stand: 
Others th* unwilling wether drag along ; 
And glorying in his might, the sturdy boy 
Holds by the twisted horns th' indignant ram. 
Behold, where bound, and of its robe bereft 
By needy man, that all-depending lord. 
How meek, how patient the mild creature lies I 
What softness in its melancholy face 
What dumb-complaining innocence appears I 
Fear not, ye gentle tribes, 'tis not the knife 
Of horrid slaughter that is o'er you wav'd ; 
No, 'tis the tender swain's well-guided shears. 
Who, having now, to pay his annual care, 
Borrow'd your fleece, to yon a cum'brous load , 
Will send you bounding to your hills again. 

A simple scene ! Yet hence Britannia sees 
Her solid grandeur rise : hence she commands 
Th' exalted stores of every brighter clime : 
The treasures of the sun, without his rage : 
Hence fervent all with culture, toil, and arts, 
Wide glows her land : her dreadful thunder hence 
Rides o'er the waves sublime, and now, even now. 
Impending hangs o'er Gallia's humbled coast : 
Hence rules the circling deep, and awes the world. 

'Tis raging noon ; and, vertical, the sun 
Darts on the head direct his forceful rays. 
O'er heaven and earth, far as the ranging eye 
Can sweep, a daxaling deluge reigns; and all 
Prom pole to pole is undistinguish'd blase. « 

In Tain the sight, dejected to the ground. 
Stoops for relief : thence hot ascending steams. 
And keen reflection pain. Deep to the root 
Of vegetation parch'd, the cleaving fields 
And slippery lawn aA arid hue disclose. 
Blasts fancy's bloom, and wither e'en the soul. 
JScho no more returns the cheerful sound 
Of sharpening scythe ; the mower, singing, heaps 
O'er him the humid hay, with flow'rs perfumed » 
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And scarce a chirping grasshopper is heard 
Through the dumb mead. Distressful Nature pants. 
The very streams look languid from afar ; 
Or, through th' nnshelter'd glade, impatient seem 
To hurl into the corert of the grove. 

All- conquering Heat, oh intermit thy wrath I 
And on my throbbing temples potent thus 
Beam not so fierce ! Incessant still yod flow. 
And still another fervent flood succeeds. 
Pour'd on the head profuse. In vain I sigh , 
And restless turn, and look around for night ; 
Night is far off ; and hotter hours approach. 
Thrice happy he ; who on the sunless side 
Of a romantic mountain, forest-crown'd, 
Beneath the whole collected shade reclines: 
Ordn the gelid caverns, woodbine- wrought, 
And fresh bedew 'd with ever-spouting streams. 
Sits coolly calm : while all the world without. 
Unsatisfied, and sick, tosses in noon. 
Emblem instructive of the virtuous man. 
Who keeps his temper'd mind serene, and pure, 
And every passion aptly harmoniz'd. 
Amid a jarring world with vice inflam'd. 

Welcome, ye shades! Ye bowery thickets, hail I 
Ye lofty pines! ye venerable oaks I 
Ye ashes wild, resounding o'er the steep! 
Delicious is your shelter to the soul, 
As to the hunted hart the sallying spring, 
Or stream full-flowing, that his swelling sides 
Laves, as he floats along the herbag'd brink. 
Cool thro* the nerves your pleasing comfort glides ; 
The heart beats glad ; the fresh-expanded eye 
And ear resume their watch ; the sinews knit. 
And life shoots swift through all the lighten 'd limbs 

Around th' adjoining brook, that purls along 
The vocal grove, now fretting o'er a rock. 
Now scarcely moving through a reedy pool. 
Now starting to a sudden stream, and now 
Ctontly diffus'd into a limpid plain; 
A various group the herds and flocks compose ; 
Rural confusion ! On the grassy bank 
Some ruminating lie ! while others stand 
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Half in the flood, and often bending sip 
The circling surface. In the middle droope 
The strong laborioos ox, with honest front, 
Which incompos'd he shakes ; and from his sidM 
The tronUoQs insects lashes with his tail. 
Returning still. Amid his subjects safe. 
Slumbers the monarch swain ; his careless arm. 
Thrown roiond his head, on downy moss sustain *d : 
Here laid his scrip, with wholesome viands fill'd; 
There, listening every noise, his watchful dog. 

Light fly hu slumbers, if perchance a flight 
Of angry gadflies fasten on the herd ; 
That startling scatters from the shallow brook 
In search of lavish stream. Tossing the foam. 
They scorn the keeper's voice, and scour the plain. 
Through all the bright severity of noon ; 
While, from their labouring breasts, m hollow moan 
Proceeding, runs low-bellowing round the hills. 

Oft in this season too the horse, provok'd. 
While his big sinews full of spirits swell. 
Trembling with vigour, in the heat of blond, 
Springs the high fence ; and, o'er the field effus'd^ 
Darts on the gloomy flood with steadfast eye. 
And heart estrang'd to fear : his nervous chest. 
Luxuriant, and erect, the seat of strength, 
Bears down th' opposing stream : quenchless his 

thirst : 
He takes the rivers at redoubled draughts ; 
And, with wide nostrils, snorting, skims the wave. 

Still let me pierce into the midnight depth 
Of yonder grove, of wildest, largest growth ; 
That, forming high in air a woodland quire. 
Nods o'er the mount beneath. At every step, 
Solemn and slow, the shadows blacker fall. 
And all is awful listening gloom around. 

These are the haunts of meditation, these 
The scenes, where ancient bards th' aspiring breath 
Ecstatic, felt ; and, from this world retir'd. 
Conversed with angels, and immortal forms. 
On gracious errands bent : to save the fall 
Of virtue struggling on the brink of vice ; 
In waking whispers, and repeated dreama. 
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To hint pore tfaoagbt, and warm the fayoar'd 80«1 

For future trials fated to prepare ; 

To prompt the poet, who devoted gives 

His Muse to better themes ; to soothe the pangs 

Of dying worth, and from the patriot's breast 

(Backward to mingle in detested war. 

Bat foremost when engaged) to tarn the death ; 

And numberless such offices of iove, 

Dafly, and nightly, zealous to perform. 

Shook sudden from the bosom of the sky, 
A thousand shapes or glide athwart the dusk. 
Or stalk majestic on. Deep-rons'd I feel 
A sacred terror, a severe delight. 
Creep thro' my mortal frame ; and thus, methinksi 
A Trace, than human more, th' abstracted ear 
Of fancy strikes : ' Be not of us afraid. 
Poor kindred man I thy fellow-creatures we 
From the same Parent- Power our beings drew. 
The same our Lord, and laws, and great pursuit. 
Once some of us, like thee, through stormy life 
Toil'd tempest-beaten* ere we could attain 
This holy calm, this harmony of mind. 
Where purity and peace immingle charms. 
Then fear not us ; but, with responsive song. 
Amid these dim recesses, undisturb'd 
By noisy folly, and discordant vice. 
Of Nature sing with its, and Nature's God. 
Here frequent, at the Tuionary hour. 
When musing midnight reigns, or silent noon^ 
Angelic harps are in full concert heard, 
And voices chanting from the wood-crown'd hill 
The deepening dale, or inmost sylvan glade : 
A privilege bestow'd by us, alone. 
On contemplation, or tiie hallow'd ear 
Of poet, swelling to seraphic strain.' 

And art thou, Stanley,* of that sacred band f 
Alas ! for us too soon ! Though rais'd above 
The reach of human pain, above the flight 
Of human joy ; yet with a mingled ray 
Of sadly-pleas'd remembrance, must thou feel 

e A youDir ladjr, well known to the Aathor, who dieU 
at the age of eightti-en, in the year 1738. 
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A mother's love, a mother's tender woe: 
Who seeks thee still, in many a former scene ; 
Seeks thy fair form, thy lovely-beaming eyea» 
Thy pleasing conTerse, by gay lively sense 
Inspired, where moral wisdom mildly shone. 
Without the toil of art, and virtue glow'd 
In all her smiles, without forbidding pride. 
But, O thou best of parents I wipe thy tears ; 
Or rather to parental nature pay 
The tears of grateful joy, who for a while 
Lent thee this younger self, this opening bloom ■ 
Of thy enlighten'd mind and gentle worth. 
Believe the Muse : the wintry blast of death 
Kills not the buds of virtue ; no, they spread. 
Beneath the heavenly beam of brighter suns. 
Through endless ages, into higher powers. 

Thus up they mount, in airy vision wrapt, 
I stray, regardless whither ; till the sound 
Of a near fall of water every sense [back. 

Wakes from the charm of thought : swift shrinking 
I check my steps, and view the broken scene. 

Smooth to the shelving brink a copious flood 
Rolls fair and placid ; where collected all 
In one impetuous torrent, down the steep 
It thundering shoots, and shakes the country round. 
At first an azure sh^et, it rushes broad ; 
Then whitening by degrees, as prone it falls. 
And from the loud-resounding rocks below 
Dash'd in a cloud of foam, it sends aloft 
A hoary mist, and forms a ceaseless shower. 
Nor can the tortur'd wave here find repose : 
But, raging still amid the shaggy rocks. 
Now flashes o'er the scatter'd fragments, now 
Aslant the hollow'd channel rapid darts; 
And falling fast from gradual slope to slope, 
With wild infracted course, and lessen'd roar. 
It gains a safer bed, and stealsi, at last. 
Along the maaes of the quiet vale. 

Invited from the cliff, to whose dark brow 
He clings, the steep- ascending eagle soars, 
With upward pinions, through the flood of day, 
Aud, giving fidl his bosom to the blase. 
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Gains on the son ; while all the taneful race, 
Sniit by afflictive nonn, disorder 'd droop, 
Deep in the thicket ; or, from bower to bower 
Responeive, force an interrupted strain. 
The Btock-dove only through the forest cooes, 
Mournfully hoarse ; oft ceasing from his plaint. 
Short interval of weary v^oe ! Again 
The sad idea of his murder'd mate. 
Struck from his side by savage fowler's guile. 
Across his fancy comes ; and then resounds 
A louder song of sorrow through the grove. 

Beside the dewy border let me sit. 
All in the freshness of the humid air : 
There in that hollow'd rock, grotesque and wild. 
And ample chair moss-lin'd, and over-head 
By flowering umbrage shaded ; where the bee 
Strays diligent, and with th' extracted balm 
Of fragrant woodbine loads his little thigh. 

Now, while I taste the sweetness of the shade, 
While Nature lies around deep-lull'd in noon, 
Now come, bold Fancy, spread a daring flight* 
And view the wonders of the torrid zone : 
Climes unrelenting ! with whose rage compared, 
Yon blaze is feeble, and yon skies are cool. 

See, how at once the bright effulgent sun, 
Rising direct, swift chases from the sky 
The short liv'd twilight; and with ardent blaze 
Looks gaily fierce through all the dazzling air ; 
He mounts his throne : but kind before him sends. 
Issuing from out the portals of the morn. 
The general breeze,* to mitigate his fire. 
And breathe refreshment on a fainting world. 
Great are the scenes, with dreadful beauty crown'd 
And barbarous wealth, that see, each circling year. 
Returning suns and double seasonsf pass : 
Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with mines, 



* Which blowA constantly between the tropicti from the east, 
or the colldteral points, the Qorth-e;iKl and 8outh-ea>it : caii^fd 
by the pressure nf the rarefled air on that before it, accordin;; to 
the diarnal motion of tlie sun from east to west- 

t In all climates between the tropicn, Ihesan, as he pa^M-s and 
repasses in hb annual motion, is twice a year vertical, which 
piodaces this effect* 
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That on the high eqantor ridgy rise, 

Whence many a bursting stream aariferoiu plays : 

Majestic woods of every Tigorous green, 

Stage above stage, high waving o'er the hills; 

Or to the far horizon wide difTusM, 

A boundless deep immensity of shade. 

Here lofty trees to ancient song unknown, 

The noble sons of potent heat and floods 

Prone-rushing from the clouds, rear high to heaven 

Their thorny stems, and broad around them throw 

Meridian gloom. Here, in eternal prime, 

Unnumber'd fruits, of keen deKcioos taste 

And vital spirit, drink amid the cliffs. 

And burning sands that bank the shrubby vales. 

Redoubled day ; yet in their rugged coats 

A friendly juice to cool its rage contain. 

Bear me, Pomona ! to thy citron groves; 
To where the lemon and the piercing lime. 
With the deep orange, glowing through the green. 
Their lighter glories blend. Lay me reclin'd 
Beneath the spreading tamarind, that shakes, 
Fann'd by the breeze, its fever-cooling fruit. 
Deep in the night the massy locust sheds, 
Quench my hot limbs ; or lead me through the maze 
Embowering endless, of the Indian fig ; 
Or thrown at gayer ease, on some fair brow. 
Let me behold, by breezy murmurs cooPd, 
Broad o'er my head the verdant cedar wave. 
And high palmetos lift their graceful shade. 
Or stretch'd amid these orchards of the sun. 
Give me to drain the cocoa's milky bowl. 
And from the palm to draw its freshening wine, 
More bounteous far than all the frantic juice 
Which Bacchus pours. Nor, on its slender twige. 
Low bending, be the full pomegranate scom'd ; 
Nor creeping through the woods, the gelid race 
Of berries. Oft in humble station dwells 
Unboastfnl worth, above fastidious pomp ; 
Witness, thou best Anana ! thou the pride 
Of vegetable life, beyond whate'er 
The poets iraag'd in the golden age : 
Qnick let me strip thee of thy tufty coat,- 
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Spread thy ambrosial BtoreH, and feast with Jore f 

From these the prospect varies. Plains immense 
lie stretch'd below, interminable meads. 
And vast savannas, where the wandering eye, 
Unfixt, as in a verdant ocean lost. 
Another Flora, there, of bolder hues, 
And richer sweets* beyond our garden's pride. 
Plays o'er the field, and showers with sadden hand 
Exuberant Spring: for oft these valleys shift 
Their green embroider'd robe to fiery brown. 
And swift to green again, as scorching sans, 
Or streaming dews and torrent rains, prevail. 

Along these lonely regions, where, retir'd 
From little scenes of art, great Nature dwells 
In awful solitude, and nought is seen 
But the wild herds that own no master's stall^^ 
Prodigious rivers roll their fatt'ningseas: 
On whose luxuriant herbage, half conceal'd. 
Like a fall'n cedar, far difiiis'd his train, 
Cas'd in green scales, the crocodile extends. 
The flood disparts : behold ! in plaited mail. 
Behemoth* rears his head. Glanc'd from his side» 
The darted steel in idle shivers flies : 
He fearless walks the plain, or seeks the bills ^ 
Where, as he crops his varied fare, the herds. 
In widening circle rovmd, forget their food. 
And at the harmless stranger wondering gaze. 

Peaceful beneath primeval trees, that cast 
Their ample shade o'er Niger's yellow stream. 
And where the Ganges rolls his sacred wave ; 
Or mid the central depth of blackening woods. 
High rais'd in solemn theatre around, 
Leans the huge elephant : wisest of brutes f 
O truly wise ! with gentle might endow'd : 
Though powerful, not destructive ' Here he sees' 
Revolring ages sweep the changeful earth* 
And empires rise and fall ; regardless he 
Of what the never- resting race of men 
Frvrject : thrice happy could he 'scape their guile. 
Who mine, from cruel avarice, his steps; 



• The hippopotamos, or river-horte. 
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Or with his towary gnndeor swell th«ir state. 
The pride of kings ! or else his strength penrert. 
And bid him rage amid the mortal fray, 
Astonish'd at the madness of mankind. 

Wide o'er the winding umbrage of the floods, 
like vivid blossoms glowing from afar. 
Thick swarm the brighter birds. For Nature's hand. 
That with a sportive vanity has decked 
The plamy nations, there her gayest hues 
Frofosely pours. But if she bids them shine, 
Array'd in all the beauteous beams of day, 
Yet, frugal stUl, she humbles them in song.* 
Nor envy we the gaudy robes they lent 
Proud Montezuma's realm, whose legions cast 
A boundless radiance waving on the sun. 
While Philomel is ours ; while in our shades. 
Through the soft silence of the listening night, 
The sober-suited songstress trills her lay. 

But come, my Muse, the desert barrier burst, 
A wild expanse of lifeless sand and sky : 
And, swifter than the toiling caravan. 
Shoot o'er the vale of Sennar ; ardent climb 
The Nubian mountains, and the secret bounds 
Of jealous Abyssinia boldly pierce. 
Thou art no ruffian, who beneath the mask 
Of social commerce com'st to rob their wealth 
No holy fury thou, blaspheming Heaven, 
With consecrated steel to stab their peace. 
And through the land, yet red from civil wounds. 
To spread the purple t3Tanny of Rome. 
Thou, like the harmless bee, may'st freely range. 
Prom mead to mead, bright with exalted flowery 
From jasmine grove to grc^^e may'st wander gay. 
Through palmy shades and aromatic woods. 
That grace the plains, invest the peopled hills. 
And up the more than Alpine mountains wave. 
There on the breezy summit, spreading fair. 
From many a league ; or on stupendous rocks. 
That from the sun-redoubling valley lift, 

• In «ll the reiflooii of the torrid zone, the birds, thouirh more 
beaatiful in their piumage, are observed to be left nidodiows 
I ourk. 
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Cool to the miiidla air, their lawny t<»pa; 
Where palaces, and fanes, and Tilla* riM; 
And gardens smile around, and cultar'd ields; 
And fonntaina gnsb ; and careless herds and flocks 
Securely stray : a world within itself, 
Disdaining all asMult : there let me draw 
Ethereal aonl, there drink reviting gales. 
Profusely breathing from the spicy groves, 
And rales of fragrance ; there at distance hear 
The roaring floods, and cataracts, that sweep 
nnm diaembowePd earth the yirgio gold ; 
And o'er the raried landscape, restless, rove. 
Fervent with life of every fairer kind ; 
A land of wonders I which the sun still eyes 
With ray direct, as of the lovely realm 
Enamonr'd, and delighting there to dwell. 

How chang'd the scene 1 In blazing height of noon 
The son, oppress'd, is phing'd in thickest gloom. 
StiU horror reigns, a dreary twilight round. 
Of struggling night and day malignant mix*d. 
For to the hot equator crowding fast. 
Where, highly rarefied, the yielding air 
Admits their stream, incessant vapours roll, 
Amazing clouds on clouds continual heap'd ; 
Or whirl'd tempestuous by the gusty wind. 
Or silent borne along, heavy and slow. 
With the big stores of steaming oceans charg'd. 
Meantime, amid these upper seas condensed 
Aronnd the cold aerial mountain's brow. 
And by conflicting winds together dash*d. 
The thunder holds his black tremendous throne : 
From cloud to doud the rending lightnings rage ; 
Till, in the furious elemental war 
Dissolv'd, the whole precipitated mass 
Unbroken floods and solid torrents pours. 

The treasures these, hid from the bounded search 
Of ancient knowledge: whence with annual pomp. 
Rich king of floods ! u'erflows the swelling Nile. 
From his two springs in Gojam's sunny realm. 
Pure- welling out, he through the lucid lake 
Of fair Dambea rolls his infant stream. 
There, by the naiads nurs'd, he sports away 
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His playful yoatb, amid the fragrant isles. 

That with unfading verdure smile around. 

Ambitions, thence the maoly liver breaks; 

And, gathering many a flood, and copious fed 

With all the mellow'd treasures of the sky. 

Winds in progressive majesty along : 

Through splendid kingdoms now devolves his maae^ 

Now wanders wild o'er solitary tracts 

Of life*deserted sand ; till, glad to quit 

The joyless desert, down the Nubian rocks. 

From thundering steep to steep, he pours his nnir 

And Egypt joys beneath the spreading ware. 

His brother Niger too, and all the floods 
In which the fuU-form'd maids of Afric lave 
Their jetty limbs ; and all that from the tract 
Of woody mountains stretch'd through gorgeous Ind 
Fall on Cormanders coast, or Malabar; 
From Menam's* orient stream, that nightly shines 
With insect lamps, to where Aurora sheds 
On Indus' smiling banks the rosy shower ; 
All, at this bounteous season ope their urns, 
And pour uo toiling harvest o*er the land. 

Nor less thy world, Columbus, drinks, refresh'd. 
The lavish moisture of the melting year. 
Wide o'er his isles, the branching Oronoqne 
Rolls a brown deluge ; and the native drives 
To dwell aloft on life-sufficing trees. 
At once his dome, his robe, his food, and arms. 
Sweird by a thousand streams, impetuous hurl*d 
From all the rearing Andes, huge dencends 
The mighty Orellana.f Scarce the Muse 
Dares stretch her wing o'er this enormous mass 
Of rushing water; scarce she dares attempt 
The sea-like Plata; to whose dread expanse. 
Continuous depth, and wondrous length of course, 
Our floods are rills. With unabated fm-ce, 
In silent dignity they sweep along. 
And traverse realms unknown, and blooming wilds. 
And fruitful deserts, worlds of solitude, 

* The rivprthat rnns throiitrh Sisiin : on wbof^e bankiia vttt 
■altftode of thc»«> m^ecU called firs-fiit* make a bcauttfiU a^p- 
pearance ia the niRht. 

t The river of the Amazona. 
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Where the Bun smiles and seasons teem in vain, 
Unseen, and nnenjoy'd. Forsaking these. 
O'er peopled plains they fair diffnsiTe flow. 
And many a nation feed, and circle safe, 
In their soft bosom, many a happy isle : 
The seat of blameless Pan , yet undi«turb'd 
By Christian crimes and Europe's cruel sons. 
Thus pouring on they proudly seek the deep, 
Whose vanqnishM tide, recoiling from the shock, 
\ield8 to the liquid weight of half the globe ; 
And Ocean trembles from his green domain. 

But what arails this wondrous waste of wealth f 
This gay profusion of luxurious bliss ? 
This pomp of nature f what their balmy meads, 
Their powerful herbs, and Geres void of pain 1 
By vagrant birds dispers'd, and wafting winds, 
What their unplanted fruits f what the cold 

draughts, 
The ambrosial food, rich gums, and spicy health, 
Their forests yield f their toiling insects what. 
Their silky pride, and vegetable robes T 
Ah * what avail their fatal treasures, hid 
Deep in the bowels of the pitying earth, 
Golconda's gems, and sad Potosi's mines : 
Where dwelt the gentlest children of the sun t 
What all that AfVic's golden rivers roll, 
Her odorous woods, and shining ivory stores I 
UUfated race ! the softening arts of peace, 
Whate'er the humanizing muses teach ; 
The godlike wisdom of the temper'd breast ; 
Progressive truth, the patient force of thought ; 
Investigation calm, whose silent powers 
Command the world ; the light that leads to heaven; 
Kind equal rule, the government of laws. 
And ail-protecting freedom, which alone 
Sustains the name and dignity of man : 
These axe not theirs. The parent sun himself 
Seems o'er this world of slaves to tyrannize ; 
And, with oppressiTe ray, the roseate bloom 
Of beauty blasting, gives the gloomy hue. 
And feature gross ; or worae, to rntbless deeds,- 
Mad jealousy, blind rage, and fell revenge,- 
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Their feirid spirit firea. Love dwells not tbettt. 
The soft regards, the teaderoeas of life. 
The heart-shed tear, th* ineffable delight 
Of sweet humanity : these court the beam 
Of milder climes; in selfish fierce desire. 
And the wild fury of voluptuous sense. 
There lost. The very brute creation there 
This rage partakes, and bums with horrid fire. 
Lo ! the green serpent from his dark abode. 
Which even imagination fears to tread, 
At noon, forth issuing, gathers up his train 
In orbs immense, then, darting out anew, 
Seeks the refreshing fount ; by which diffused. 
He throws his folds : and while, with threat'ning 

tongue, 
And deathfnl jaws erect, the monster curls 
His flaming crest, all other thirst appall'd. 
Or shivering flies, or check 'd at distance stands, 
Nor dares approach. But still more direful he, 
The small dose lurking minister of fate. 
Whose high concocted venom through the veins 
A rapid lightning darts, arresting swift 
The vital current. Form'd to humble man, 
This child of vengeful nature ! There, sublim'd 
To fearless lust of blood, the savage race 
Roam, licensed by the shading hour of guilt, 
And foul misdeed, when the pure day has shut 
His sacred eye. The tiger darting fierce 
Impetuous on the prey his glance has doom'd . 
The lively shining leopard, speckled o*er 
With many a spot, the beauty of the waste ; 
And, scorning all the taming arts of man. 
The keen hyaena, fellest of the fell; 
These, rushing from the inhospitable woods 
Of Mauritania, or the tufted isles. 
That verdant rise amid the Lybian wild. 
In numerous glare around their shaggy king, 
Majestic, stalking o'er the printed sand; 
And, with imperious and repeated roars. 
Demand their fated food. The fearful flocks 
Crowd near the guardian swain ; the nobler herds. 
Where, round their lordly bull, in rural ease. 
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They mminating lie, with horror hear 
The coming ragv. Ill' awakenM tillage starU; 
And to her flattering breast the mother etraixMi 
Her thoaghtleid infant. From the pirate's dea» 
Or stern Morooco's tyrant fang, esoa|>'d. 
The wretch half wishes for hia bonds again ; 
While uproar aU, the wilderness resonnd^. 
From Adas eastward to the frighted Nile. 

Unhappy he 1 who f reaa the first of joys» 
Society, cat off, is left idone 
Amid this world of -death. Day, after day, 
Sad on the jatting eminence he sits. 
And views the main that ef«r toils below ; 
Still fondly fsrming in the farthest verge, 
Where the round ether auxes with the ware. 
Ships, dtm-discoTered« dropping from the clouds x 
At evening to the setting sun he turn* 
A mournful eye, and down his dying heart 
Sinks helpless, while tiie wonted roar is np» 
And hiss continnal through the tedioos night. 
Yet here, even here, into these black abodes 
Of monsters, unappalVd, from stooping Rome, 
And guilty Caesar, Liberty recir'd. 
Her Cato following through Numidian wilds: 
Disdainful of Oampania's gentle plains. 
And all the green delighto Ausonia pours : 
When for them she must bend the aervile knee. 
And fawning take the splendid robber'* bo<m. 

Nor stop the terrors of these regions here. 
Commisiion'd demons oft« angels of wrath. 
Let loose the raging elements, fireath'd hot, 
Fh>m all the boundless fumaoe of the sky* 
And the wide-glittering waste of burning aand, 
A suffocating wind the pilgrim smites 
With instant death. Patient of thirst and toil, 
Son of the desert ! even the camel feels, 
Shot through his wither'd hewt, the fiery Uast. 
Or from the black>red ether, bursting broad. 
Sallies the sudden whirlwind. Straight the sands, 
Commov'd around, in gathering eddies play ; 
Nearer and nearer still they darkening come ; 
Till, with the general all-involving lOorm 
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Swept up, the whole oontmnons wilds arise: 

And by their noon -day foant dejected thrown. 

Or sunk at night in sad disastrous sleep. 

Beneath descending hills the caravan 

Is buried deep. In Cairo's crowded streets, 

Th' impatient merchant, wondering, waits in vain. 

And Mecca saddens at the long delay. 

But chief at sea, whose every flexile wave 
Obeys the blast, the aerial tumult swells. 
In the dread ocean, undulating wide. 
Beneath the radiant line that girts the globe. 
The circling Typhon,* whirPd from point to point. 
Exhausting all the rage of all the sky, 
And dire Ecnephia, reign. Amid the heavens. 
Falsely serene, deep in a cloudy speckt 
Compress'd, the mighty tempest brooding dwells : 
Of no regard, save to the skilful eye, 
Fiery and foul, the small prognostic hangs 
Aloft, or on the promontory's brow 
Musters its force. A faint deceitful calm, 
A fluttering gale, the demon sends before. 
To tempt the spreading sail. Then down at once. 
Precipitant, descends a mingled mass 
Of roaring winds, and flame, and rushing floods. 
In wild amazement fix'd the sailor stands. 
Art is too slow : by rapid fate oppress'd. 
His broad- wing'd vessel drinks the whelming tide, 
H id in the bosom of the black abyss. 
With such mad seas the daring 6ama| fought 
For many a day, and many a dreadful night. 
Incessant, lab'ring round the stormy Gape ; 
By bold ambition led, and bolder thirst 
Of gold. For then from ancient gloom emerg'd 
The rising world of trade: the genius, then, 
Of navigation, that^ in hopeless sloth. 
Had slumber'd on the vast Atlantic deep 
For idle ages, starting, heard at last 

* TyphoD and Ecneplila, names of pardcolar .-torniH or hurri- 
canes, known only between the tropics. 

t Called by sailors the ox-eye, beings In appearance at first ao 
biinrer. 

I Vasco de Gama, the first who sailed round Africa by thv 
C«^ of Good Hope to the £ast Indies. 
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The Laritanian prince ;* who, HeaT'n in8pir*d, 

To love of useful glory rouii'd mankind, 

And in unbounded commerce mix'd the world. 

Increasing still the terrors of these storms, 
His jaws horrific armM with threefold fate. 
Here dwells the direful shark. Lur'd by the scent 
Of steaming crowds, of rank disease, and death. 
Behold! he rushing cuts the briny flood. 
Swift as the gale can bear the ship along ; 
And from the partners of that cruel trade 
W hich spoils unhappy Guinea of her sons, 
]>emands his share of prey ; demands themselves. 
The stormy fates descend ; one death involves 
Tyrants and slaves; when straight, their mangled limbs 
Crashing at once, he dyes the purple seas 
With gore, and riots in the vengeful meal. 

When o'er this world, by equinoctial rains 
Flooded immense, looks out the joyless sun. 
And draws the copious stream from swampy fens. 
Where putrefaction into life ferments, 
And breathes destructive myriads; or from woods, 
Impenetrable shade, recesses foul, 
In vapours rank and blue corruption wrapt. 
Whose gloomy horrors yet no desperate foot 
Has ever dar^ to pierce ; then wasteful, forth 
Walks the dire power of pestilent disease. 
A thousand hideous fiends her course attend, 
Sick nature blasting, and to heartless woe. 
And feeble desolation, casting down 
The towering hopes and all the pride of man. 
Such as, of late, at Carthagena quench'd 
The British fire. You, gallant Vernon, saw 
The miserable scene : you, pitying, saw 
To infant weakness sunk the warrior's arm ; 
Saw the deep -racking pang, the ghastly form. 
The lip pale-quivering, and the beamless eye 
No more with ardour bright : yon heard the gr.)<ins 
Of agonizing ships, from shore to shore ; 
Heard, nightly plung'd amid the sullen waves, 

• Don Hearv, third ton to John the Firet, king of Portunl. 
Hi* •trooff reniitt to the liiKovery of new countries was the cUe^ 
•Mrce oisU the modern improvements In navl|ratioR» 
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The frequent cone ; wnile on each other fix'd 
In dad presage, the black aiuutants seera'd 
Silent, to aak, whom fate would next demand. 
What need I mentioo these mclement skies, 
Where, frequent o'er the idck'ning city, Plague, 
The fiercest child of Nemesis divine. 
Descends? From Ethiopia's poison'd woods. 
From stifled Cairo's filth, and fetid fields 
With locust armies putrefying* heap'd. 
This great destn)yer sprung. Her awful rage 
The brutes escape : man is her destin'd prey. 
Intemperate man ! and, o'er his guilty domes. 
She draws a close-incumbent cloud of death; 
Uninterrupted by the living winds. 
Forbid to blow a wholesome breeze : and stain'd 
With many a mixture by the sun suffus'd. 
Of angry aspect. Princely wisdom, then. 
Dejects his watchful eye, and from the hand 
Of feeble justice, ineffectual, drop 
The sword and balance : mute the voice of joy. 
And hush'd the clamour of the busy world. 
Empty the streets, with uncouth verdure clad ; 
Into the worst of deserts sudden tum'd 
The cheerful haunt of men : unless escap'd 
From the doom'd house, where matchleashorror reigns. 
Shut up by barbarous fear, the smitten wretch 
With frensty wild, breaks loose; and, loud to Heaven 
Screaming, the dreadful policy arraigns. 
Inhuman, and unwise. The sullen door,. 
Yet uninfected, on its cautious hinge 
Fearing to torn, abhors society: 
Dependants, friends, relations, love himself, 
Savag'd by woe, forget the tender tie. 
The sweet engagement of the feeling heart. 
But vain their selfish care : the circling sky. 
The wide-enlivening air, is full of fate ; 
\nd, struck by turns, in solitary pangs 
Fhey fall, unblest, untended, and unmourn'd. 
Thus o'er the prostrate dty black Despair 
Extends her raven wing : while, to complete 

* Tbe«e are the cause* sappoiied to be the first origfa of the 
p.ague. Id Dr. Mead's elegant book on that subject. 
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Tbe scene of detotstlim, stretch'd mrinind, 
The grim gnardn stand, denyinf all retreat, 
And give the flying wretch a better death. 

Much yet remains nnsang; the rage intense 
Of brasen* vaulted skies, of iron Aelds, 
Where drought and. famine starve the Uaated year. 
Fir'd by the torch of noon to tenfold rage. 
The infuriate hill that shoots the pUlar'd flame; 
And rous'd within the subterranean world. 
The expanding earthquake, that resistless shakes 
Aspiring cities from their solid base. 
And buries mountains in the flaming gulf. 
But *tis enough: return, my yagrant Muse : 
A nearer scene of horror calls thee home. 

Behold, slow, settling o'er the lurid gro<re, 
Unusual darkness broods; and, growing, gains 
The full possession of the sky, surcharged 
With wrathful vapour, from the secret beds. 
Where sleep the mineral generations, drawn 
Thence nitre, sulphur, and the ftery spume 
Of fat bitumen, steaming on tbe day. 
With various-tinctnr'd trains of latent flame 
Pollute the sky, and in yon baleful cloud, 
A reddening gloom, a magaxine of fate, 
Ferment; till, by the touch ethereal ronsM, 
The dash of clouds, or irritattug war 
Of fighting winds, while all is calm below. 
They furious spring. A boding silenoe reigns. 
Dread through the dun expanse; save the dullsotmd 
That from the mountain, prerions to die storm, 
Rolls o'er the muttering earth, disturbs the flood. 
And shakes the forest leaf without a breath. 
Prone, to the lowest rale, the aerial tribes 
Descend ; the tempest-loving raven scarce 
Dares wing the dubious dusk. In rueful gaae 
The cattle stand, and on the scowling heavens 
Cast a deploring eye : by man forsook, 
Who to the crowded cottage hies him ihst. 
Or seeks the shelter of tiie downward cave. 

Tis Ibtening fear and dumb amanement all : 
When to the startled eye the sudden glance 
Appears far south, eruptive through the cloud; 
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And following dower, in explosion Ta8t« 
The thunder raises his tremendous voice. 
At first heard solemn o'er the verge of heaven 
The tempest growls ; but as it nearer comes. 
And rolls its awful burden on the wind. 
The lightnings flash a larger curve, and more 
The noise astounds ; till over head a sheet 
Of livid flame discloses wide ; then shuts. 
And opens wider : shuts and opens still 
Expansive, wrapping ether in a blaze. 
Follows the loosen'd aggravated roar, 
Enlarging, deepening, mingling ; peal on peal 
Crush'd horrible, convulsing heaven and earth. 

Down comes a deluge of sonorous hail. 
Or prone- descending rain. Wide rent, the clouds 
Pour a whole flood ; and yet, its flame unquench*d. 
The unconquerable lightning struggles through. 
Ragged and fierce, or in red whirling balls. 
And fires the mountains with redoubled rage. 
Black from the stroke, above, the smouldering pine 
Stands a sad shatter'd trunk ; and, stretch'd below, 
A lifeless group, the blasted cattle He : 
Here the soft flocks, with that same harmless look 
They wore alive, and ruminating still 
In fancy's eye ; and there the frowning bull, 
And ox halfrais'd. Struck on the castled cliff. 
The venerable tower and spiry fane 
Resign their aged pride. The gloomy woods 
Start at the flash, and from their deep recess. 
Wide-flaming out, their trembling inmates shake. 
Amid Carnarvon's mountains rages loud 
The repercussive roar : with mighty crush. 
Into the flashing deep from the rude rocks 
Of Penmanmaur, heap'd hideous to the sky. 
Tumble the smitten cliffs; and Snowden's peak. 
Dissolving, instant yields his wintry load. 
Far seen, the heights of heathy Cheviot blaxe. 
And Thule bellows through her utmost isles. 

Guilt hears appalPd, with deeply-troubled thought. 
And yet not always on the guilty head 
Descends the fatal flash. Young Celadon 
And his Amelia were a matchless pair; 
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With equal vurtne fonn'd and eqaal grace, 
The same, distioguuh'd by their sex alone : 
Iter's the mild lustre of the blooming mom. 
And his the radiance of the risen day. 
They loT*d ; bat such their guileless passion was. 
As in the dawn of time inform'd the heart 
Of innocence and nndissembling truth. 
Twas friendship heightened by the mutual wish. 
The enchanting hope, and 83rmpathetic glow, 
Beam*d from the mutual eye. Devoting all 
To love, each was to each a dearer self; 
Supremely happy in the awaken'd power 
Of giving joy. Alone, amid the shades. 
Still in harmonious intercourse they liv'd 
The rural day, and talk'd the flowing heart. 
Or sigh'd, and look'd unutterable things. 

So pass'd their life, a clear united stream. 
By care unruffled ; till in evil hour. 
The tempest caught them on the tender walk. 
Heedless how far, and where its mazes stray'd ; 
While with each other blest, creative love 
Still bade eternal Eden smile around. 
Presaging instant fate, her bosom heav'd 
Unwonted sighs ; and stealing oft a look 
Of the big gloom, on Ceiadon her eye 
Fell tearful, wetting her disorder'd cheek. 
In vaiu assuring love, and confidence 
In Heaven, repressed her fear; it grew, and shook 
Her frame near dissolution. He perceiv*d 
The unequal conflict, and as angels look 
On dying saints, hfs eyes compassion shed 
With love illumin'd high. ' Pear not,' he said, 
' Sweet innocence! thou stranger to offence, 
An4 inward storm! He, who yon skies involves 
In frowns of darkness, ever smiles on thee 
With kind regard. O'er thee the secret shaft 
That wastes at midnight, or the nndreaded hour 
Of noon, flies harmless : and that very voice. 
Which thunders terror through the guilty heart. 
With tongues of seraphs whispers peace to thine. 
Tis safety to be near thee, sure, and thus 
To clasp perfection i' Prom his void embrace, 

D 
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Mydteriona Heaven ! that moment to the grrnmd, 
A blacken'd cone, wa» stitick the beanteoiM maid. 
Bat who can paint the lorer, aa he stood, 
Pierc'd by severe amazement, hating life. 
Speechless, and fix'd in all the death of woe ! 
So, faint resemblance 1 on the marble tomb. 
The well-disaembled monmer stooping stands. 
For ever silent, and for ever sad. 

As from the face of heaven the shattered <d0nds 
Tumoltuoas rave, the interminable sky 
Sablimer swells, and o'er the world expands 
A purer axure. Thrtragfa the lightened air, 
A higher lustre and a clearer calm, 
Diffasive, tremble ; while, as if in sign 
Of danger past, a glittering robe of joy, 
Set off abundant by the yellow ray. 
Invests the fields ; and Nature smiles reviv*d. 

'Tis beauty all, and grateful song around, 
Join'd to the low of kine, and nnmerons bleat 
Of flocks thick-nibbling through the clover'd vale. 
And ohall the hymn be marr'd by thankless man^ 
Most favour'd ; who, with voice articalatej 
Should lead Hie chorus of the lower world f 
Shall he, so soon forgetful of the hand 
That hush'd the thunder, and serenes the sky, 
Extiugttish'd feel that spark the tempest wak'd. 
That sense of powers exceeding far his own. 
Ere yet his feeble heart has lost its fears f 

Cheer'd by the roUder beam^ the sprightly youth 
Speeds to the well-known pool, whose crystal depth 
A sandy bottom shews. Awhile he stands 
Gaxing the inverted landscape, half afraid 
To meditate the blue profound below ; 
Then plunges headlong down the circling flood. 
His ebon tresses, and his rosy cheek. 
Instant emerge : and, through the obedient wave. 
At each short breathing by his lip repelPd, 
With arms and legs according well, he makes. 
As humour leads, an easy- winding path ; 
While, from his polish'd sides, a dewy light 
Eifhses on the pleas'd spectators round. 

This is the purest exercise of health. 
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The kind refresher of the aumner Iwats : 

Nor, \phen cold Winter keens the brightening flM>d, 

Would I weak-shivering linger ,on the brink. 

Thns life redoubles, and is oft preiteTT'd 

By the b<»Id Hwimmer, in the swift Ulepse 

Of accident disastroos. Hence the limbs 

Knit into force ; and the same Roman arm. 

That rose Tictorious o'er the conquer'd earth. 

First leam'd, while tender, to subdue the wave. 

Even, from the body's purity, the mind 

Receives a secret sympathetic aid. 

Close in the corert of a haael copse. 
Where, winding into pleasing solitudes, 
Iluns out the rambling dale, young Damon sat. 
Pensive, and pierc'd with love's delightful pangs. 
There to the stream that down the distant recks 
Hoarse-mumraring fell, and plaintive breeie that 
Among the bending willowa, falsely ho [play'd 

Of Mnsidora's cruelty complain'd. 
She felt his flame ; but deep within her breast. 
In bashful coyness, or in maiden pride. 
The soft return eonceal'd ; save when it stole 
In sidelong glances from her downcast eye. 
Or from her swelling soul in stifled sighs. 
Touch'd by the scene, no stranger to his vows. 
He fram'd ^ melting lay, to try her heart; 
And if an infant passion struggled there. 
To call that passion forth. Thrice happy swain ! 
A lucky chance, that oft decides the fate 
Of mighty roonarchs, then decided thine. 
For lo ! conducted by the laughing Loves, 
This cool retreat his Musidora sought ; 
Warm in her cheek the sultry season glow'd ; 
And, rob*d in loose array, she came to bathe 
Her fervent limbs in the refreshing stream. 
What shall he do t in sweet confusion lost. 
And dubious flutterings, he a while remain'd i 
A pure ingenuous elegance of soul, 
A delicate refinement, known to few, 
Perplex'd his breast, and urg'd him to retire : 
But love forbade. Ye prudes in virtue, say. 
Say, ye severest, what would you have done f 
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Meantime, this fairer nymph than ever blest 

Arcadian stream, with timid eye around 

The banks surveying^^stript her beauteous limbs^ 

To taste the lucid coolness of the flood. 

Ah ! then, not Paris on the piny top 

Of Ida panted stronger, when a«ide 

The rival goddesses the veil divine 

Cast nnconfin*d, and gave him all their charms^ 

Than, Damon, thou ; as from the snowy leg. 

And slender foot, the inverted silk she drew ; 

As the soft touch dissolved the virgin zone ; 

And, through the parting robe, th' alternate breast. 

With youth wild-throbbing, on thy lawless gaze 

In full luxuriance rose. But, desperate youth. 

How durst thou risk the soul-distracting view ; 

As from her naked limbs of glowing white. 

Harmonious swell'd by Nature's finest hand. 

In folds loose-floating fell the fainter lawn ; 

And fair-ezpos'd she stood, nhrunk from herself. 

With fancy blushing, at the doubtful breeze 

Alarm'd, and starting like the feurfnl fawn ; 

Then to the flood she rush'd : the parting flood 

Its lovely guest with closing waves receiv'd; 

And every beauty softening, every grace 

Flushing anew, a mellow lustre nhed : 

As shines the lily through the crystal mild ; 

Or as the rose amid the morning dew. 

Fresh from Aurora's hand, more sweetly glows. 

While thus she wantonM, now beneath the wave 

But ill-conceal'd ; and now with streaming lock!*. 

That half-embraced her in a humid veil. 

Rising again, the latent Damon drew 

Such madd'ning draughts of beauty to the soul. 

As for a while o'erwhelm'd his raptur'd thought 

With luxury too daring. Check'd, at last. 

By love's respectful modesty, he deem'd 

The theft profane, if aught profane to love * 

Can e'er be deem'd, and struggling from the shade. 

With headlong hurry fled: but first these lines, 

Trac'd by his ready pencil, on the bank 

With trembling hand he threw : ' Bathe on, my fair, 

Yet nubebeld, save by the sacred eye 
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Of faithful love : I go to guard thy haunt. 
To keep from thy recoss each vagrant foot* 
And each licentious eye/ With wild surpriee. 
As if to marble struck, devoid of sense, 
A stupid moment motionless nhe stood : 
So stands the statue* that enchants the world* 
So bending tries to veil the matchless boast* 
The mingled beauties of exulting Greece. 
Recovering, swift she flew to find thOi<e robes 
Which blissful Eden knew not; and, array'd 
In careless haste, th' alarming paper snatch'd. 
But, when her Damon's well-known hand she saw. 
Her terrors vanished, and a softer train 
Of mix'd emotions, hard to be described, 
Her sadden bosom seiz'd : shame void of guilt, 
The charming blush of innocence, esteem 
And admiration of her lover's flame, 
By modesty exalted : even a sense 
Of self- approving beauty stole across 
Her busy thought. At length, a tender calm 
Hush'd by degrees the tumult of the soul ; 
And on the spreading beech, that o'er the streajn 
Incumbent hang, she with the sylvan pen 
Of rural lovers this confession carv'd. 
Which soon her Damon kiss'd with weeping joy : 
* Dear youth! sole jadge of what these verses mean. 
By fortune too much favour'd, but by love, 
Alas ! not favoar'd less, be still as now 
Discreet : the time may come you need not fly.' 
The sun has lost his rage ; his downward orb 
Shoots nothing now but animating warmth. 
And vital lustre : that, with various ray,' 
Lights ap the clouds, those beauteous robes of heaven^ 
Incessant roU'd into romantic shapes. 
The dream of waking fancy I Broad below, 
Cover'd with ripening fruits, and swelling fast 
Into the perfect year, the pregnant earth, 
And all her tribes rejoice. Now the soft hour 
Of walking comes : for him who lonely loves 
To seek the distant hills, and there converse 
With Nature ; there to harmonize his heart, 
• Hie Venus of MedicL 
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And in pathedo song to breathe around 

The harmony to others. Sooial frienda, 

Attun'd to ha|>py union of soul ; 

To whose exalting eye a fairer world. 

Of which the vulgar never had a glinpee. 

Displays its charms ; whose minds are richly Araaght 

With philosophic stores, superior light ; 

And in whose breast, enthusiastic, bums 

Virtue, the sons of interest deem romance ; 

Now call'd abroad, enjoy the falling day ; 

Now tn the verdant portico of woods. 

To Nature's vast Lyceum, forth they walk ; 

By that kind school where no proud master reigns. 

The full free converse of the friendly heart. 

Improving and improv'd. Now from the world, 

Sacred to sweet retirement, lovers steal. 

And pour their souls in transport ; which tbe Sire 

Of Love approving hears, and calls it good. 

Which way, Amanda, shall we bend our course ? 

The choice perplexes. Wherefore shall we choose ? 

All is the same with thee. Say, shall we wind 

Along the streams T or walk the smiling mead f 

Or court the forest-glades T or wander wild 

Among the waving harvests? or ascend. 

While radiant Summer opens all its pride, 

lliy hill, delightful Shenef* Here let us sweep 

The boundless landscape : now the raptur'd eye. 

Exulting swift to huge Augusta send ; 

Now to tbe sister hillsf that skirt her plain ; 

To lofty Marrow now, and now to where 

Mi^estic Windsor lifts his princely brow. 

In lovely contrast to this glorious view 

Calmly magnificent, then will we turn 

To where the silver Thames first rural grows. 

There let the feasted aye unwearied stray : 

Luxurious, there, rove through the pendant woods 

That nodding hang o'er Harrington's retreat ; 

And, stooping thence to Ham's embowering walks. 

Beneath whose shades, in spotless peace retir'd, 

• Tbe eld name of Ricbmood, idfrnifying la Saxon 

shining or splendour. 

t Htgbgste and Hampstead. 
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With her the pleasing partner of hi« heart, 

fhe worthy Qneensb'ry yet laments his Gay, 

And polish'd Combnry wooes the willing muse, 

Slow let ns trace the matchless rale of l*hames ; 

Fair winding ap to where the muses haunt 

In Twit'nam*s bowers, and for their Pope implore 

The healing God;* to royal Hampton's pile, 

To Clermont's terrac'd height, and Esher'^ grores. 

Where, in the sweetest solitude, embraced 

By the soft vrindings of the silent Mole, 

From courts and senates Pelham finds repose. 

Enchanting vale I beyond whatever the Muse 

Has of Achaia or Hesperia sung! 

O vale of bliss! O softly-swelling hills; 

On which the Power of Gnltivation lies. 

And joys to see the wonders of his toil. 

Heavens f what a goodly prospect spreads anraad. 
Of hills, and dales, and woods, and lawns, and spires. 
And glittering towns, and gilded streams, till all 
The stretching landscape into smoke decays I 
Happy Britannia ! where the Queen of Arts, 
Inspiring vigour. Liberty abroad 
Walks, unconfin'd even to thy farthest cots. 
And scatters plenty with unsparing hand. 

Rich is thy soil, and merd^il, thy clime ; 
Thy streams unfailing in the Summer's drought; 
Unmatch'd thy guardian oaks ; thy valleys float 
With golden waves ; and on thy mountains flocks 
Bleat numberless , while, roving round their sides, 
Bellow the blackening herds in lusty droves. 
Beneath, thy meadows glow, and rise unequall'd 
Against the mower's scythe. On every hand 
Thy villas shine. Thy country teems with wealth , 
And property assures it to the swain, 
Pleas'd, and unwearied in his guarded toil. 

Pull are thy cities with the sons of art; 
And trade and joy, in every busy street. 
Mingling are heard : even Drudgery himself. 
As at the car he sweats, or dusty hews 
The palace stone, looks gay. Thy crowded ports, 

• Is his last lieknesi. 
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Where rising masts aa endless prospect yield. 
With Iflhonr bora, md echo «o the shouts 
Of hurried sailor, as he heany waves 
His last adien, and loosening every sheet. 
Resigns the spreading vessel to the wind. 

Bold, firm, and graceful, are thy generous youth. 
By hardship sinew'd, and by danger fir'd. 
Scattering the nations where they go ; and first 
Or on the listed plain, or stormy seas. 
Mild are thy glories too, as o'er the plains 
Of thriving peace thy thoughtful sire8 preside 't 
In genius, and substantial learning, high ; 
For every virtue, every worth, reno wu'd ; 
Sincere, plain-hearted, hospitable, kind ; 
Yet, like the mustering thunder, when provok'd, 
The dread of tyrants, and the sole resource 
Of those that under grim oppression groan. 

Thy sons of glory many ! Alfred thine, 
In whom the splendour of heroic war. 
And more heroic peace, when govem'd well. 
Combine ; whose hallow'd name the virtuous saint. 
And his own muses love ; the best of kings ! 
With him thy Edwards and thy Henrys shine, 
Names dear to fame ; the first who deep impresti'd 
On haughty Gaul the terror of thy arms. 
That awes her genius still. In statesmen thou. 
And patriots, fertile. Thine a steady More, 
Who, with a generous though mistaken zeal. 
Withstood a brutal tyrant's useful rage. 
Like Cato firm, like Aristides just. 
Like rigid Cincinnatus nobly poor, 
A dauntless soul erect, who smil'd on death. 
Frugal, and wise, a Walsingham is tbine ; 
A Drake, who made thee mistress of the deep. 
And bore thy name in thunder round the world. 
Then flam'd thy spirit high ; but who can speak 
The numerous worthies of the maiden reign ? 
In Raleigh, mark tbeir ev'ry glory mix'd ; 
Raleigh the scourge of Spain ! whose breast with alL 
The sage, the patriot, and the hero bum'd. 
Nor sunk his vigour when a coward reign 
The warrior fetter'd, and at last resigned. 
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To glut the Tongeance of a vanquished foe. 

Then, active still and unrestrain'd, bis mind 

Explored the vast extern of ages past. 

And with his prison hours enriched the world ; 

Yet found no times, in all the long research. 

So glorious, or so base, as those he prov'd. 

In which he conquer'd and in which he bled. 

Nor can the Muse the gallant Sidney pass. 

The phmie of war I with early laurels crown'd. 

The lover's myrtle and the poet's bay. 

A Hampden too is thine, illustrious land I 

Wise, strenuous, firm, of unsubmitting soul. 

Who stemm'd the torrent of a downward age. 

To slavery prone, and bade thee rise again, 

In all thy native pomp of freedom bold. 

Bright, at his call, thy age of men effulg*d, 

Of men on whom late time a kindling eye 

Shall turn, and tyrants tremble while they read. 

Bring every sweetest flower, and let me strew 

The grave where Russel lies ; whose tempered blood. 

With calmest cheerfulness for thee resign'd, 

Stain'd the sad annals of a giddy reign ; 

Aiming at lawless power, though meanly sank 

In loose inglorious luxury. With him 

His friend, the British Cassius,* fearless bled ; 

Of high determin'd spirit, roughly brave. 

By ancient learning to th' enlighten'd love 

Of ancient freedom warm*d. Pair thy renown 

In awful sages and in noble bards ; 

Soon as the light of dawning Science spread 

Her orient ray, and wak'd the Muses' song. 

Thine is a Bacon ; hapless in his choice. 

Unfit to stand the civil storm of state. 

And through the smooth barbarity of courts. 

With firm but pliant virtue, forward still 

To urge his course : him for the studious shade 

Kind Nature form'd, deep, comprehensive, clear. 

Exact, and elegant, in one rich soul, 

Plato, the Stagyrite, and TuUy join'd. 

The great deliverer he ! who from the gloom 

Of cknster'd monks, and jargon-teaching schools,. 

* Algernon Sidney. 
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Led forth the tnie Philosophy, there long 

Held in the magic chain of worlds and forma. 

And definitions Toid : he led her forth. 

Daughter of heaven I that slow-ascending stUl, 

Investigating sure the chain of things, 

With radiant finger points to heaven again. 

The generoos Ashley* thine, the friend of man ; 

Who scann'd his nature with a brother's eye : 

His weakness prompt to shade, to raise his aim. 

To touch the finer morements of the mind. 

And with the moral beauty charm the heart. 

Why need I name thy Boyle, whose pious search, 

Amid the dark recesses of his works, 

The great Creator sought f And why thy Locke, 

Who made the whole internal world his own f 

Let Newton, pore intelligence, whom God 

To mortals lent to trace his boundless works 

From laws sublimely simple, speak thy fame 

In all philosophy. For lofty sense. 

Creative fancy, and inspection keen 

Through the deep windings of the human heart, 

Is not wild Shakspeare thine and Nature's boast 

Is not each great, each amiable Muse 

Of classic ages in thy Milton metf 

A genius universal as his theme ; 

Astonishing as chaos, as the bloom 

Of blowing Eden fair, as heaven sublime. 

Nor shall my verse that elder bard forget. 

The gentle Spenser, Fancy's pleasing son : 

Who, like a copious river, ponr'd his song 

O'er all the maates of enchanted ground : 

Nor thee, his ancient master, laughing sage, 

Chaucer, whose native manners-painting verse. 

Well moralix'd, shines through the gothic cloud 

Of time and language o'er thy geniuR thrown. 

May my song soften, as thy daughters I , 
Britannia, hail ! for beauty is their own. 
The feeling heart, simplicity of life. 
And elegance, and taste : the faultless form, 
Shap'd by the hand of harmony; the cheek, 
Where the live crimson, through the native whi* 
• Anthony Asblej Ck>oper, earl of Sbaftcfbnrj. 
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Soft-«bootiog, o'er the face diffuses bloom. 
And every nameless grace ; the parted Up* 
Like the red rose-bad moist with morning dew* 
Breathing delii^t ; and, under flowing jet, 
Or snnny ringlets, or of circling brown. 
The neck sligh^8haded, and the swelling breast: 
The look resistless, piercing to the sool, 
And by the sool inform'd, when drest in lore 
She sits high-smiling in the conscious eye. 

Island of bliss ! amid the sulgect seas 
That thunder roand thy rocky coast, set np. 
At once the wonder, terror, and delight, 
Of distant nations ; whose remotest shores 
Can soon be shaken by thy naral arm : 
Not to be shook thyself, but all assaults 
BafBing, as thy hoar cliffs the loud sea^wave. 

O Thou ! by whose almighty nod the scale 
Of empire rises, or alternate falls, 
Send forth the saving Virtues round the land. 
In bright patrol : white Peace and social Love ; 
The tender-looking Charity, intent 
On gentle deeds, and shedding team through smiles ; 
Undaunted truth and dignity of mind : 
Courage composed and keen ; sound Temperance, 
Healthful in heart and look ; clear Chastity, 
With blushes reddening as she mores along, 
Disorder'd at the deep regard she draws ; 
Rough Industry ; Activity untir'd. 
With copious life inform'd, and all awake : 
While in the radiant front, superior shines 
That first paternal virtue, public aeal ; 
Who throws o'er all an equal wide surrey. 
And, ever musing on the common weal. 
Still labours glorious with some great design. 

Low walks the sun, and broadens by degrees. 
Just o'er the verge of day. The shifting clouds 
Assembled gay, a richly-gorgeous train. 
In all their pomp attend his setting throne. 
Air, earth, and ocean, smile immense. And iiow» 
As if his weary chariot sought the bowers 
Of Amphitrite, and her tender nymphs 
(So Greoiaii fable sung), he dips hia orb; 
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Now halfiininen*d , and now a golden cnrre 
Gives one bright glance, then total disappears. 

For ever mnning an enchanted round. 
Passes the day, deceitful, Tain, and yoid ; 
As fleets the vision o'er the formful brain. 
This moment hurrying wild th' impaasiun'd soul. 
The next in nothing lodt. Tis so to him, 
The dreamer of this earth, an idle blank : 
A sight of horror to the cruel wretch, 
Who all day long in sordid pleasure rolPd, 
Himself a useless load, has squander'd vile, 
Upon his scoundrel train, what might have cheer'd 
A drooping family of modest worth. 
But to the generous still-improving mind. 
That gives the hopeless heart to sing for joy. 
Diffusing kind beneficence around, 
Boastless, as now descends the Hilent dew ; 
To him the long review of order'd life 
Is inward rapture, only to be felt. 

Confess'd from yonder slow-extinguish'd clondsp 
All ether softening, sober Evening takes 
Her wonted station in the middle air ; 
A thousand shadows at her beck. First this 
She sends on earth ; then that of deeper dye 
Steals soft behind ; and then a deeper still. 
In circle following circle, gathers round. 
To close the face of things. A fresher gale 
Begins to wave the wood, and stir the stream. 
Sweeping with shadowy gust the fields of corn; 
While the quail clamours for his running mate. 
Wide o*er the thistly lawn, as swells the breeM» 
A whitening shower of vegetable down 
Amusive floats. The kind impartial care 
Of Nature nought disdains : thoughtful to feed 
Her lowest sons, and clothe the coming year, 
From field to field the feather'd seeds she wings. 

His folded flock secure, the shepherd home 
Hies, merry-hearted ; and by turns relieves 
The ruddy milkmaid of her brimming pail ; 
The beauty whom perhaps his witless heart. 
Unknowing what the joy-mir'd anguish means. 
Sincerely loves, by that beat language shewn 
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Of cordial glances, and obliging deeds. 
Onward they pass, o'er many a panting heigbt. 
And Talley suDk, and unfrequented : where 
At fall of eve the fairy people throng, 
In varions game, and revelry, to pass 
The summer night, as village stories tell. 
But far about they wander from the grave 
Of him, whom his ungentle fortune urg'd 
Against his own sad breast to lift the hand 
Of impious violence. The lonely tower 
Is also shunn'd, whose mournful chambers hold. 
So night-9truck Fancy dreams, the yelling ghost. 

Among the crooked lanes, on every hedge. 
The glow- worm lights his gem ; and through the dark 
A moving radiance twinkles. Evening yields 
The world to Night : not in her winter robe 
Of massy Stygian woof, but loose array'd 
In mantle dun. A faint erroneous ray, 
Glanc'd from th' imperfect surfaces of things, 
Flings half an image on the straining eye ; 
While wavering woods, and villages, and streams, 
And rocks, and mountain top?, that long retained 
Th' ascending gleam, are all one swimming scene. 
Uncertain if beheld. Sudden to heaven 
Thence weary vision turns ; where, leading soft 
The silent hours of Love, with purest ray 
Sweet Venus shines ; and from her genial rise. 
When daylight sickens till it springs afresh, 
Unrivaird reigns, the fairest lamp of Night. 
As thus th' effulgence tremulous I drink. 
With cherished gaze, the lambent lightnings shoot 
Across the sky ; or horizontal dart 
In wondrous shapes ; by fearful murmuring crowds 
Portentous deem'd. Amid the radiant orbs. 
That more than deck, that animate the sky. 
The life-infusing suns of other worlds ; 
Lo I from the dread immensity of space 
Returning with accelerated course. 
The rushing comet to the sun descends ; 
And as he sinks below the shading earth. 
With awful train projected o'er the heavens. 
The guilty nations tremble. But. above 
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Those supentitioiu horrors that enslave 
The fond seqnacious herd, to mystic faith 
And blind amazement prone, th' enlightened few, 
Whose godlike minds philosophy exalts, 
The glorioos stranger hail. They feel a joy 
Di?inely great; they in their powers exult, [spurns 
That wondrous force of thought, which mounting 
This dusky spot, and measures all the sky ; 
While, from his far excursion through the wilds 
Of barren ether, faithful to his time. 
They see the blazing wonder rise anew. 
In seeming terror dad, but kindly bent 
To work the will of all-sustaining Love : 
From his huge vapoury train perhaps co shake 
Reviving moisture on the numerous orbs. 
Through which his long ellipsis winds : perhaps 
To lend new fuel to declining suns. 
To light up worlds, and feed tfa* eternal fire. 
With thee, serene Philosophy, with thee. 
And thy bright garland, let me crown my song ! 
Effusive source of evidence and truth ! 
A lustre shedding o'er th* ennobled mind. 
Stronger than summer-noon ; and pure as that. 
Whose mild vibrations soothe the parted soul. 
New to the dawning of celestial day. 
Hence thro' her nourish'd powers^ enlarg'd by thee. 
She springs aloft, with elevated pride. 
Above fhe tangling mass of low desires. 
That bind the fluttering crowd ; and, angel*wing'd. 
The heights of science and of virtue gains. 
Where all is calm and clear : with Nature round. 
Or in the starry regions, or th' abyss. 
To Reason's and to Fancy's eye display'd : 
The first up-tracing from the dreary void, 
The chain of causes and effects to Him, 
The world-producing Essence, who alone 
Possesses being ; while the last receives 
The whole magnificence of heaven and earth. 
And every beauty delicate or bold. 
Obvious or more remote, with livelier sense, 
Diff'nsive painted on the rapid mind. 
Tutor'd by thee, hence Poetry exalts 
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Her Toice to ages ; and informs the page 
With music, image, sentiment, and thought. 
Never to die ! the treasure of mankind I 
Their highest honour, and their truest joy ! 

Without thee what were unenlightened man f 
A savage roaming through the woods and wilds. 
In quest of prey ; and with th' unfashion'd fur. 
Rough clad : devoid of every finer art. 
And elegance of life. Nor happiness 
Domestic, mix'd of tenderness and care, 
Nor moral excellence, nor social bliss. 
Nor guardian law, were his ; nor various skill 
To turn the furrow, or to guide the tool 
Mechanic ; nor the heaven-conducted prow 
Of navigation bold, that fearless braves 
The burning line, or dares the wintry pole; 
Mother severe of infinite delights' 
Nothing, Bare rapine, indolence, and guile. 
And woes on woes, a still revolving train ; 
Whose horrid circle had made human life 
Than non-existence worse : but, taught by thee. 
Ours are the plans of policy and peace ; 
To live like brothers, and conjunctive all 
Embellish life. While thus laborious crowds 
Ply the tough oar. Philosophy directs 
The ruling helm ; or like the liberal breath 
Of potent Heaven, invisible, the sail 
Swells out, and bears th' inferior world along. 

Nor to this evanescent speck of earth 
Poorly confinM, the radiant tracts on high 
Are her exalted range : intent to gaae 
Creation through : and, from that full complex 
Of never*ending wonders, to conceive 
Of the sole Being right, who spoke the word. 
And Nature mov'd complete. With inward view, 
Thence on th' ideal kingdom swift she turns 
Her eye ; and instant, at her powerful glance, 
Th' obedient phantoms vanish or appear; 
Compound, divide, and into order shift. 
Each to his rank, from plain perception up 
To the fair forms of Fancy's fleeting train ; 
To reason then, deducing truth from truth : 
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And notion quite abstract ; where first begine 
The world of npirits, action all, and life 
Unfetter'd and unmix'd. But here the cloud. 
So wills eternal Proxidence, ritv deep. 
Enough for us to know that this dark state. 
In wayward passions lost, and yain j^ursuits. 
This infancy of being, cannot prove 
The final issue of the works of God, 
By boandless love and perfect wisdom form'd. 
And eTer rising with the rising mind. 
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The subject proposed. Addressed to Mr. Onslow. A prospect 
of the fields ready for harvrat. Reflections in praise of Indiiii- 
try raised by that view. Reaping. A tale relative to it. A 
harvest storm. Shooting and buntini;, their barbarity. A Indi- 
croas account of fox-kuntini^. A view of an orchard. Wall- 
fruit. A vineyard. A description of fogs, frequent iu the latter 
part of Autumn ; whence a digression, inquiring into the rike 
of fountains and Hvers. Birds of season considered, that now 
shift their habitation. The prodigious number of them that 
cover the northern and western isles of Scotland, tienre a 
view of the country. A prospect of the discoloured, fading 
woods. After a gentle dusky day, moonlight. Autumnal me- 
teors. Moruing : to which succeeds a calm, pure, sun-shiny 
day, such as usually shuts up the reason. The harvest being 
gathered in, the conntry dissolved in joy. Tbe whole concludes 
with a panegyric on a philosophical country life. 

QROWN'D with the sickle and the wheaten sheaf 
While Autamn, nodding o'er the yeUow plain. 
Comes jovial on, the Doric reed, once more, 
Well-pleas'd, I tnne. Whate'er the wintry froet 
Nitrons prepared ; the ▼ariotu-bloasom'd Spring 
Put in white promise forth ; and Summer-snns 
Concocted strong, rush boundless now to view 
Full, perfect all, and swell my glorious theme. 

Onslow ! the Muse, ambitious of thy name. 
To grace, inspire, and dignify her song, 
Would from, the public yoice thy gentle ear 
Awhile engage. Thy noble care she knows. 
The patriot Tirtues that distend thy thought. 
Spread on thy front, and in thy bosom glow, 
While listening senates hang upon thy tongue* 
DevoWing through the maze of eloquence 
A rolls of periods, sweeter than her song. 
But she too pants for public virtue; she. 
Though weak of power, yet strong in ardent will. 
Whene'er her ctrantry rushes cm her heart, 
Asstunes a bolder note, and fondly tries 
To mix the patriot's with the poet's flame. 

When the bright Virgin gives the beauteous days. 
And libra weighs in equal scales the year ; 
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From heaven's high cope the fierce eflalgeuoe shook 

Of parting Summer, a serener bine. 

With golden light enlivenM, wide iuTests 

The happy world. Attemp^d sans arise, 

Sweet-beam'd, and shedding oft through lucid doods 

A pleasing calm; while, broad and brown, below 

ExtensiTO harvests hang the heavy head. 

Rich, silent, deep, they stand; for not a gale 

Rolls its light IhUows o'er the bending plain : 

A calm of plenty ! till the ruffled air 

Falls from its poise, and gives the breese to Mow. 

Rent is the fleecy mantle of the sky ; 

The clouds fly different; and the sudden son 

By fits effulgent gilds th' illumin'd field. 

And back by fits the shadows sweep along. 

A gaily>checker'd heart«xpanding view. 

Par as the circling eye can shoot around. 

Unbounded tossing in a flood of com. 

These are thy blessings. Industry 1 rough pow«r. 
Whom labour stiU attends, and sweat, and pain; 
Yet the kind source of every gentle ait. 
And all the soft civility of life : 
Raiser of humankind 1 by Nature cast, 
Naked, and helpless, out, amid the woods 
And wilds, to rude-inclement elements ; 
With various seeds of art deep in the mind 
Implanted, and profusely pour'd around 
Materials infinite ; but idle all. 
Still unexerted, in th' unconscious breast. 
Slept the lethargic powers: Corruption still. 
Voracious, swallow'd what the lib'ral hand 
Of bounty scatter'd o'er the savage year : 
And StiU the sad barbarian, roving, mix'd 
With beasts of prey ; or for his acom-meal 
Fought the fierce tnsky boar ; a shivering wretch j 
Aghast and comfortless, when the bleak north. 
With Winter charg'd, let the mix'd tempest fly. 
Hail, rain, and snow, and bitter-breathing frost : 
Then to the shelter of the hut he fled; 
And the wild season, sordid, pin'd away. 
For home he had not; home is the resort 
Of love, of joy, of peace, and plenty, where, 
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Supporting and sapported, polish'd friends 

And dear relations mingle into blias. 

Bat this the rugged savage never felt. 

Even desolate in crowds ; and thus his days 

Roird beayy, dark, and unenjoy'd along : 

A waste of time ! till Industry approacli'd, 

And rons'd him from his miserable sloth ; 

His faculties unfolded ; pointed out 

Where lavish Nature the directing band 

Of Art demanded ; shew'd him how to raise 

His feeble force by the mechanic powers. 

To dig the mineral from the vaulted earth ; 

On what to turn the piercing rage of fire, 

On what the torrent, and the gather'd blant ; 

Gave the tall ancient forest to his axe. 

Taught him to chip the wood, and hew the stone, 

nil by degrees the finished fabric rose ; 

Tore from his limbs the blood-polluted fur, 

And wrapt them in the woolly vestment warm, 

Or bright in glossy silk, and flowing lawn ; 

With wholesome viands fiU'd his table ; pour'd 

The generous glass around, inspired to wake 

The life-refining soul of decent wit : 

Nor stopp'd at barren bare necessity : 

But still advancing bolder, led him on 

To pomp, to pleasure, elegance, and grace ; 

And, breathing high ambition through his soul. 

Set science, wisdom, glory in his view, 

And bade him be the lord of all below. 

Then gathering men their natural powers corobin'd 
And form'd a public ; to the general good 
Submitting, aiming, and conducting all. 
For this the patriot council met, the full, 
The free, and fairly-represented whole ; 
For this they plann'd the holy guardian-laws, 
Distinguish'd orders, animated arts. 
And with joint force Oppression chaining, set 
Imperial Justice at the helm ; yet still 
To them accountable : nor slavish dream'd 
That toiling millions must resign their weal. 
And all the honey of their search, to such 
As for themselves alone have rais'd. 
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Hence every form of cultivated life 
In order set, protected, and inspir'd, . 
Into perfection wrought. Uniting all, 
Society grew namerons, high, polite, 
And happy. Nurse of art ! the city rear'd 
In beauteous pride her tower-encircled head ; 
And, stretching street on street, by thousands drew 
From twining woody haunts, or the toagh yew 
To bows strong-straining, her aspiring sons. 

Then Commerce brought into the public walk 
The busy merchant ; the big warehouse built ; 
Rais'd the strong crane ; chok'd up the loaded street' 
With foreign plenty : and thy stream, O Thames ! 
Large, gentle, deep, majestic, king of floods! 
Chose for his grand resort. On either hand, 
like a long wintry forest, groves of masts 
Shot up their spires : the bellying sheet between 
Possessed the breezy void ; the sooty hulk 
Steer'd sluggish on ; the splendid barge along 
Row'd, regnlar, to harmony ; around. 
The boat, light skimn>ing, stretch'd its oary wings 
While deep the various voice of fervent toil 
From bank to bank increased ; whence ribb'd with oak. 
To bear the British thunder, black and bold. 
The roaring vessel rnsh'd into the main. 

Then too the pillar'd dome, magnific, heav'd 
Its ample roof : and Luxury within 
Pour'd out her glittering stores : the canvass smooth, 
With glowing life protuberant, to the view 
Embodied rose ; the statue seem'd to breathe, 
And soften into flesh, beneath the touch 
Of forming art, imagination flnsh'd. 

All is the gift of Industry ; whate'er 
Ex.alts, embellishes, and renders life 
Delightful. Pensive Winter, cheer'd by him, 
Sits at the social Are', and happy hears 
Th' excluded tempest idly rave along ; 
Hirt hardened fingers deck the gaudy Spring ; 
Without him Summer were an arid waste; 
Nor to th* Autumnal months could thus transmit 
Those full, mature, immeasureable stores. 
That, waving round, recall my wandering song. 
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Soon as the morning trembles o'er the sky, 
^nd, aopercei?'d, unfolds the spreading day 
Before the ripen'd field the reapers stand 
Id fair array ; each by the lass he love»> 
To bear the rougher part, and mitigate 
By nameless gentle offices her toil. 
At once they stoop and swell the lusty sheaves ; 
While through their cheerful band the rural talk. 
The rural scandal, and the rural jest. 
Fly harmless, to deceive the tedious time. 
And steal unfelt the sultry hours away. 
Behind the master walks, builds up the shocks ; 
And, conscious, glancing oft on every side 
His sated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The gleaners spread around, and here and there. 
Spike after spike, their scanty harvest pick. 

Be not too narrow, husbandmen ! but fling 
From the full sheaf, with charitable stealth. 
The liberal handful. Think, oh grateful think! 
How good the God of harvest is to yon : 
Who pours abundance o'er your flowing fields : 
While these unhappy partners of your kind 
Wide hover round you, like the fowls of heaven. 
And ask their humble dole. The various turns 
Of fortune ponder ; that your sons may want 
What now, with hard reluctance, faint, ye give. 

The lovely yoimg Lavinia once had friends ; 
And fortune smil'd, deceitful, on her birth. 
For, in her helpless years depriv'd of all. 
Of every stay, save innocence and Heaven, 
She, with her widow'd mother, feeble, old. 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far retir'd 
Among the windings of a woody vale ; 
By solitude and deep surrounding shades. 
But more by bashful modesty, concealed. 
Together thus they shunn'd the cruel scorn 
Which virtue, sank to poverty, would meet 
From giddy passion and low-minded pride: 
Almost on Nature's eommon bounty fed; 
Like the gay birds that sung them to repose, 
Content, and careless of to>morrow's fare. 
Her form was fresher tium the mottang'toeep. 
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When the dew wets its leaves ; vnataio'd and pare, 

/La is the lily, or the moantain sno^r. 

The modest Tirtaes mingled in her eyes, 

Still on the ground dejected, darting all 

Their humid beams into the blooming flowers ; 

Or when the mournful tale her mother told, 

Of what her faithless fortune promised once, 

Thrill'd in her thought, they, like the dewy star 

Of evening, shone in tears. A native grace 

Sat fair-proportion'd on her polished limbs, 

Yeil'd in a simple robe, their best attire, 

Beyond tiie pomp of dress ; for lovelinesii 

Needs not the foreign aid of ornament. 

But is, when unadom'd, adorn 'd the most. 

Thoughtless of beauty, she was beauty's self, 

Reclose amid the close-embowering woods. 

As in the hollow breast of Apennine, 

Beneath the shelter of encircling hills, 

A myrtle rises, far from human eye. 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o'er the wild; 

So flourished blooming, and unseen by all. 

The sweet Lavinia : till, at length, compell'd 

By strong Necessity's supreme command. 

With smiling patience in her looks, she went 

To glean Palonon's fields. The pride of swains 

Palemon was, the generous, and the rich ; 

Who led the rural life in aU its joy 

And elegance, such as Arcadian song 

Transmits from ancient uncorrupted times ; 

When tyrant custom had not shackled man, 

But free to follow Nature was the mode. 

He then, his fancy with autumnal scenes 

Amusing, chui^d beside his reaper train 

To walk, when poor Lavinia drew his eye : 

Unconscious of her power, and turning quick 

With unaffected blushes from his gaze : 

He saw her charming, but he saw not half 

The charms her downcast modesty conceal'd. 

That very moment love and chaste desire 

Sprung in his bosom, to himself unknown ; 

For still the world prevailed, and its dread langb 

Which scarce tlie firm pluloeopher can soorm 
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Should his heart own a gleaner in the ield; 
And thus in secret to his sonl be sigh*d : 

' What pity I that so delicate a form, 
By beauty kindled, where enlivening sense 
And more than Tulgar goodness seem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
Of some indecent clown 1 She looks, methiaks. 
Of old Acasto's line ; and to my mind 
Recals that patron of my happy lifOt 
From whom my liberal fortune took its rise; 
Now to the dust gone down ; his houses, leads. 
And once fair>spreading family, dissoWd. 
'Tis said that in some lone, obscure retreat, 
Urg'd by remembrance sad, and decent pride. 
Far from those scenes which knew their better days. 
His aged widow and his daughter live. 
Whom yet my frnitleM search oonid never find. 
Romantic wish 1 would thb the daughter were !' 

When, strict inquiring, from herself he found 
She was the same, the daughter of his friend, 
Of bountiful Acasto ; who can speak 
The mingled passions that snrpris'd his heart. 
And through his nerves in shivering transport ran I 
Then blaK*d his smother'd flame, avow*d, and bold ; 
And as be view*d her, ardent, o'er and o*er. 
Love, gratitude, and pity, wept at onoe. 
Confios'd, and frightened, at his sudden tears, 
Her rising beauties flnsh'd a higher bloom. 
As thus Palemon, passionate and just, 
Pour'd out the pious rapture of his soid : 

* And art tbou then Acasto's dear remains f 
She whom my restless gratitude has sought 
So long in vain f O heavens ! the very same, 
The soften'd image of my noble friend ; 
Alive is every look, his every feature. 
More elegantly touch*d. Sweeter than Spring ! 
Thou sole surviving blossom from the root 
That nonrish'd up my fortune I say, ah where, 
In what eequester'd desert, hast thou drawn 
The kindest aspect «tf delighted Heaven t 
Into such beauty spread, and blown so fair ; 
Though Poverty's cold wind, and crushing rain, 
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Beat keen and heayy on fhy tender yeanf 

O let me now. into a richer soil. 

Transplant thee safe ! where Temal sun and ■howera 

Diffose their warmest, largest inflaence ; 

And of my garden he the pride and joy f 

in it befits thee, oh it ill befits 

Acasto's daughter, his, whose open stores, 

Thoagh Tast, where litde to his ampler heart. 

The father of a country, thns to pick 

The Tory refuse of those harrest fields 

Which from his boanteons friendship I enjoy. 

Then throw that shameful pittance from thy hand. 

Bat ill applied to snch a rugged task I 

The fields, the master, all, my fair, are thine ; 

If, to the Tarious blessings which thy house 

Has on me larish'd, thou wilt add that bliss, 

That dearest bliss, the power of blessingtbee !* 

Here ceas'd the youth ; yet still his speaking eye 
Expressed the sacred trinmph of his soul. 
With conscious Tirtue. gratitude, and lore. 
Above the Tulgar joy divinely rais'd. 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodness irresistible, and all 
In sweet disorder lost, she blnsh'd consent. 
The news immediate to her mother brought. 
While, pierc'd with anxious thought, she pin'd away 
The lonely moments for Lavioia's fate; 
Amaz'd, and scarce believing what she heard, 
Joy seiz'd her wither'd reins, and one bright gleam 
Of setting life shone on her evening hours : 
Not less enraptur*d than the happy pair : 
Who flourished long in tender bliss, and rear'd 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themselves. 
And good, the grace of all the country round. 

Defeating oft the labours of the year. 
The sultry south collects a potent blast. 
At first the groves are scarcely seen to stir 
Their frembling tops, and a still murmur mna 
Along the soft inclining fields of com. 
But as the aerial tempest fuller swelb, 
And in one mighty stream, invisible, 
Immeniie> the whole excited atmosphere. 
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Irapetaont nuhes o'er the suuDding world ; 
Strain'd to the root, the stooping forest poun 
A nutling shower of yet untimely leaves. 
High beat, the circUng mountains eddy in, 
From the bare wild, the dissipated storm. 
And send it in a torrent down the vale. 
Expos'd, and naked, to its utmost rage, 
Thr«mgh all the sea of harvest rolling round. 
The billowy plain floats wide ; nor can evade. 
Though pliant to the blast, its seizing force ; 
Or whirl'd in air, or into vacant chaff 
Shook waste. And sometimes too a burst of rain 
Swept from the black horizon, broad, descends 
In one continuous flood. Still over head 
The mingling tempest weaves its gloom, and i^till 
The deluge deepens ; till the fields around 
Lie sunk, and flatted, in the sordid wave. 
Sudden, the ditches swell, the meadows swim. 
Red, from the hiUs, innumerable streams 
Tumultuous roar, and high above its bank« 
The river lift ; before whose rushing tide. 
Herds, flocks, and harvests, cottages, and swainsi, 
Roll mingled down ; all that the winds had spar'd 
In one wild moment ruin'd ; the big hopes. 
And well-eam'd treasures of the painful year. 
Fled to some eminence, the husbandman 
Helpless beholds the miserable wreck 
Driving along ; his drowning ox at once 
Descending, with his labours scatter'd round, 
Re sees ; and instant o'er his shivering thought 
Comes Winter unprovided, and a train 
Of claimant children dear. Ye masters, then, 
Be mindful of the rough laborious hand. 
That sinks you soft in elegance and ease ; 
Be mindful of those limbs in russet clad. 
Whose toil to yours is warmth, and graceful pride ; 
And, oh! be mindful of that sparing board, 
Which covers yours with luxury profuKe, 
Makes your glass sparkle, and your sense rejoice ! 
Nor cruelly demand what the deep rains 
And all-inyolving winds have swept away. 
Here the rude clamour of the sportmau's joy. 
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Tbe gaa fast tbuadesiDg, and the winded horn. 
Would tempt the Mtue to ring the roral game: 
How in hJa mid-career, die apaniel stmsk. 
Stiff, hy the tainted gale, with open noae, 
Outrtretdi'd, and finely aenriUe, draws fall, 
Fearfiol, and cantioos, on the latent prey ; 
As in the son the cireling ooToy bask 
Their raried plomes, and watchful every way. 
Throned the rongh stubble turn the se cr et eye. 
Caught in the meshy snare, in vain they beat 
Their idle wings, entangled more and more : 
Nor on the surges of Ute boundless air. 
Though bnme triumphant, are they safe ; the gun 
Glanc'd just, and sudden, from the fowler's eye, 
O'ertakes titeir sounding pinions; and again. 
Immediate, brings them from the towering wing. 
Dead to tf>e ground; or drives them wide^dispers'df 
Wounded, and wheeling various, down the wind. 

These are not snlgects for the peaceful Muse, 
Nor will she stain with such her spotless song : 
Then most delighted, when she social sees 
The whole mix'd animal creation round 
Alive and happy, lis not joy to her. 
This falsely-cheerful barbarous game of death; 
This rage of pleasure, which the restless youth 
Awakes, impatient, with the gleaming mom : 
When beasts of prey retire, that all night long, 
Urg'd by necesrity, had rang*d the dark, 
As if their conscious ravage shunn'd the light, 
Asham'd. Not so the steady tyrant man. 
Who with the thoughtless insolence of power 
Inflam'd, beyond the most infuriate wrath 
Of the worst monster that e'er roam'd the waste. 
For sport alone pursues the cruel chase. 
Amid the beamings of the gentle days. 
Upbraid, ye ravening tribes, our wanton rage^ 
For hanger kindles you, and lawless want ; 
But lavbh fed, in Nature's bounty rolVd, 
To joy at anguish, and delight in blood, 
Is what your horrid bosoms never knew. 

Poor is the triumph o*er the timid hare ! 
8car'd from tbe com, and now to some lone scat 
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Itetir'd : the maby fen; the ragged fane, 
Stretch*d o'er the atony heath; the stubble chapt; 
The thiatly lawn ; the thick^entangled broom ; 
Of the same friendly hue, the wither'd fern ; 
The fallow ground laid open to the aun, 
ConooctiTe ; and the nodding sandy bank, 
Hung o'er the maaes of the mountain brook. 
Vain is her best precaution ; though she sits 
ConceaVd with folded ears, unsleeping eyes 
By Nature rais'd to take th* horiion in ; 
And head couch'd close betwixt her hairy feet, 
In act to spring away. The soented dew 
Betrays her early labyrinth ; and deep. 
In scatter'd sullen apemiagfi, far behind. 
With erery breeoe she hears the coming storm : 
But nearer, and more frequent, as it loads 
The sighing gale, she springs anias'd, and all 
The saTage soul of game is up at once : 
The pack full-opening, various ; the shrill horn 
Resounded from the hills ; the neighing steed 
Wild for the chase : and the loud hunter's shoot ; 
O'er a weak, harmless, flying creature, all 
Mix'd in a mad tumult, and discordant joy. 

The stag, too, singled from the herd, where long 
He rang'd the branching monarch of the shades. 
Before the tempest drives. At first, in speed 
He, sprightly, puts his faith ; and^ rous'd by fear. 
Gives all his swift aerial soul to flight ; 
Against the breeze he darts, that way the mure. 
To leave the lessening murderous cry behind : 
Deception short 1 though fleeter tiian the winds 
Blown o'er the keen-air'd mountain by the north. 
He bunts the thickets, glances through the glades, 
And plunges deep into the wildest wood; 
If slow, yet sure, adhesive to the track 
Hot-steaming, up behind him come again 
Th' inhuman rout, and frtjm the shady depth 
Expel him, circling through his every shift. 
He sweeps the forest oft ; and sobbing sees 
The glades, mild opening to the golden day ; 
Where, in l^nd contest, with his butting friends 
He wont to straggle, or his loves enjoy. 
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Oft in the faU-dercending flood he tries 

To lose the scent, and lare his baming sides: 

Oft seeks the herd ; the watchful herd, alarm'd. 

With selfish care ayoid a brother's woe. 

What shall he do t His once so Tirid nerres. 

So fall of buoyant spirit, «ow no more 

Inspire the course ; but fainting breathless toil. 

Sick, seizes on his heart : he stands at bay ; 

And puts his last weak refuge in despair. 

The big round tears run down his dappled face ; 

He groans in anguish ; while the growling pack. 

Blood-happy, hang at his fair jutting chest. 

And mark his beauteous checker'd sides with gore. 

Of this enough. But if the sylran youth. 
Whose fervent blood boils into Tiolence, 
Must have the chase; behold, despising flight. 
The rous'd-up lion, resolute and slow. 
Advancing full on the protended spear. 
And coward band, that circling wheel aloof. 
Slunk from the cavern, and the troubled wood. 
See the grim wolf; on him his shaggy foe 
Vindictive fix, and let the ruffian die : 
Or, growling horrid, as the brindled boar 
Grins fell destruction, to the monster's heart 
Let the dart lighten from the nervous arm. 

These Britain knows not ; give, ye Britons, then, 
Your sportive fury, pitiless, to pour 
Loose on the nightly robber of the fold ; 
Him, from his craggy winding haunts unearth*d, 
^t all the thunder of the chase pursue. 
Throw the broad ditch behind you ; o'er the edge 
H<gh>bound, resistless; nor the deep morass 
Refuse, but through the shaking wilderness 
Pick your nice way ; into the perilous flood 
Bear fearless, of the raging instinct full ; 
And as you ride the torrent, to the banks 
Your triumph sound sonorous, running round. 
From rock to rock, in circling echoes toss'd; 
Then scale the mountains to their woody tops ; 
Rush down the dangerous steep ; and o'er the lawn, 
In fancy swallowing up the space between. 
Pour all your speed into the rapid game. 
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For happy he ! who tops the wheeling chase ; 
Has every maze evoWd, and eyery gvile 
Didclos'd ; who knows the merits of the pack ; 
Who saw the Tillain seue'd, and dying hard, 
Withnat complaint, though by a hundred month* 
Relentless torn : O glorious he, beyond 
His daring peers I when the retreatiug horn 
Calls them to ghastly halls of gray renown. 
With woodland honours grac'd the fox's fur. 
Depending decent from the roof; and spread 
Round the drear walls, with antic figures fierce, 
The stag's large front ; he then is loudest heard, 
When the night staggers with severer toils, 
With feasts Thessalian centaurs never knew. 
And their repeated wonders shake the dome. 
But first the fnel'd chimney blaases wide ; 
The tankards foam ; and the strong table groans 
Beneath the smoking sirloin stretch'd immense 
From side to side; in which with desperate knife. 
They deep incision make, and talk the while 
Of England's glory, ne'er to be defac'd. 
While hence they borrow vigour: or amain 
Into the pasty plung'd, at intervals. 
If stomach keen can intervals allow. 
Relating all the glories of the chase. 
Then sated Hunger bids his brother Thirst 
Produce the mighty bowl ; the mighty bowl, 
S weird high with fiery juice, steams liberal round 
A potent gale, delicious as the breath 
Of Maia to the love-sick shepherdess. 
On violets diffos'd, while soft she hears 
Her panting shepherd stealing to her arms. 
Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn. 
Mature and perfect, from his dark retreat 
Of thirty years ; and now his honest front 
Flames in the light refulgent, not afraid 
Even with the vineyard's best produce to vie. 
To cheat the thirsty moments. Whist awhile 
Walks his dull round, beneath a cloud of smoke, 
Wreath'd. fragrant, from the pipe : or the quick dioe^ 
In thunder leaping from the box, awake 
The sounding gammon : while romp-loring miss 
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Is hanl'd aboat, ia gaOanlry robimt. 

At laat these paling idlenesses laid 
Abide, Ireqaent and fall the dry divan 
Close in finn circle ; and set, ardent, in 
For serioas drinking. Nor evasion dy, 
Nor sober shift, is to the poking wretch 
Indttlg'd apart : bot earnest, brimming bowls 
Lave erery soal, the table floating round. 
And pavement, faithless to the faddled foot. 
Thus as they swim in matual swill, the talk, 
Vociferoas at once from twenty tongnes. 
Reels fast from theme to theme ; from horses, hoands« 
To chnrch or mistress, politics or ghost. 
In endless mazes, intricate, perplex'd. 
Meantime, with sadden interruption, load, 
Th' impatient catch borsta from the jo3^us heart ; 
That moment touch'd is every kindred soul ; 
And, opening in a fuU-muuth'd cry of joy. 
The laugh, the slap, the jocund curse go round ; 
While, from their slumbers shook, the kennel'd 
Mix in the music of the day again. [hounds 

As when the tempest, that has vex'd the deep 
The dark night long, with fainter murmurs falls, ' 
So gradual sinks their mirth. Their feeble tongues> 
Unable to take up the cumbrous word, 
Lie quite dissolved. Before their maudlin eyes. 
Seen dim and blue, the double tapers dance. 
Like the sun wading through the misty sky. 
Then, sliding, soft, they drop. Confua'd above. 
Glasses and bottles, pipes and gaxetteers. 
As if the table even itself was drunk, 
Like a wet broken scen^ ; and wide, below. 
Is heap*d the social slaughter: where astride 
The lubber Power in filthy trinmph sits. 
Slumbrous, inclining still from side to side. 
And steeps them drench'd in potent sleep till mom. 
Perhaps some doctor, of tremendous paunch. 
Awful and deep, a black abyss of drink. 
Outlives them all : and from his buried flock 
Retiring, full of rumination sad. 
Relent!* the weakness of these latter times. 

But if the rougher sex by this fierce vport 
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ts honried wild> let not such horrid joy 

E'er stain the boiom of the British fair. 

Far be the spirit of the chase from them 1 

Uncomely courage, oobeseeming skill; 

To spring the fence, to rein the prancing steed ; 

The cap, the whip, the mescaline attire ; 

In which they roughen to the senile, and all 

The winning softness of their sex is lost. 

In them 'tis graceful to diasoWe at woe ; 

With OTory motion, every word, to ware 

QnicJt o'er the kindling cheek the ready Uush ; 

And from the smallest violence to shrink 

Unequal, then the loveliest in thor fears ; 

And, by this silent adulation, soft. 

To their protection more engaging man. 

O may their eyes no miserable sight. 

Save weeping lovers, seel a nobler game, 

Through love's enchanting wiles pursu'd, yet fled« 

In chase ambiguous. May their tender limbs 

Float in the loose simplicity of dress ! 

And, fashion'd all to harmony, alone 

Know tiiey to seize the captivated soul. 

In rapture warbled from love-breathing lips; 

To teach the lute to languish ; with smooth step. 

Disclosing motion in its every charm, 

To swim along, and swell the masy dance ; 

To train the foliage o'er the snowy lawn ; 

To guide the pencil, turn the tuneful page ; 

To lend new flavour to the fmitfol year. 

And heighten Nature's dainties : in their race 

To rear their graces into second life; 

To give society its highest taste; 

Well-order'd home man's best delight to make ; 

And by submissive wisdom, modest skill, 

With every gentle care^luding art. 

To raise the virtues, animate the bliss. 

And sweeten all the toil of human life: 

This be the female dignity and praise. 

Ye swains, now hasten to the haxel-bank ; 
Where, down yon dale, the wildly-winding bro<^ 
Falls hoarse iirom steep to steep. In close array 
Fit for the thickets and the tangling shrub* 
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Ye virgins, come. For you their latest song 
The woodlands raise ; the clustering nuts for yoa 
The lover finds amid the secret shade ; 
And, where they burnish on the topmost bough. 
With active vigour cruAhes down the tree; 
Or shakes them ripe from the resigning husk, 
A glossy shower, and of an ardent brown. 
As are the ringlets of Melinda's hair : 
Melindal form'd with every grace complete. 
Yet these neglecting, above beauty wise. 
And far transcending such a vulgar praise. 

Hence from the busy joy-resounding fields. 
In cheerful error, let us tread the maze 
Of Autumn, unconfin'd ; and taste, reviv'd. 
The breath of orchard big with bending fruit. 
Obedient to the breeze and beating ray. 
Prom the deep-loaded bough a mellow shower 
Incessant melts away. The juicy pear 
lies, in a soft profusion, scattered round. 
A various sweetness swells the gentle race; 
By Nature's all-refining hand prepar'd ; 
Of temper'd sun, and water, earth, and air, . 
In ever-cbanging composition mix'd. 
Such , falling frequent tlirough the chiller night. 
The fragrant stores, the wide projected heaps 
Of apples, which the lusty-handed year, 
Innumeroiu, o'er the blushing orchard shakes. 
A various spirit, fresh, delicious, keen. 
Dwells in their gelid pores; and, active, points 
The piercing cider for the thirsty tongue: 
Thy native theme, and boon inspirer too, 
Phillips, Pomona's bard, the second thou 
Who nobly durst, in rhyme-unfetter'd verse, 
With British freedom sing the British song : 
How, from Silurian vats, high -sparkling wines 
Foam in transparent floods ; some strong, to cheer 
The wintry revels of the labouring hind ; 
And tasteful some, to cool the summer hours. 

In this glad season, while his sweetest beanu 
The sun sheds equal o'er the meeken'd day ; 
Oh lose me in the green delightful walks 
Of, Dodington, thy seat, serene and plain ; 
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Wbere aunple Nature reigns ; and every view, 

Difiiudve, spreads the pure Doraetian downs, 

In boondless prospect; yonder sbagg'd with wood. 

Here rich with harvest, and there white with flocks ; 

Meantime the grandeur of thy lofty dome, 

Fu* splendid, seises on the ravished eye. 

New beauties rise with each revolving day; 

New columns swell ; and still the fresh Spring finds 

New plants to quicken, and new groves to green. 

Full of thy genius all ! the Muses' seat : 

Where in the secret bower, and winding walk. 

For virtuous Young and thee they twine the bay. 

Here wandering oft, fir'd with the restless thirst 

Of thy applause, I solitary court 

Th' inspiring breese ; and meditate the book 

Of Nature ever open ; aiming thence. 

Warm from the heart, to learn the moral song. 

Here, as I steal along the sunny wall, ' 

Where Autumn basks, with ftnit empurpled deep. 

My pleasing theme continual prompts my thought t 

Presents the downy peach; the shining plum: 

The ruddy, fragrant nectarine ; and dark. 

Beneath his ample leaf, the luscious fig. 

The vine too here her curling tendrils shoot ; 

Hangs out her clusters, glowing to the south ;' 

And scarcely wishes for a warmer sky. 

Turn we a moment Fancy's rapid flight 
To vigorous soUs, and climes of fair extent. 
Where, by the potent sun elated high. 
The vineyard swdls refulgent on the day ; 
Spreads o'er the vale, or up the mountain climbs 
Profuse ; and drinks amid the sunny rocks. 
From cliff to cliff increas'd, the heigbten'd blaze. 
Low bend the weighty boughs; die clusters dear. 
Half through the foliage seen, or ardent flame. 
Or shine transparent, while perfection breathes 
White o'er the turgent film the living dew 
As thus they brighten with exalted juice, 
Touch'd into flavour by the mingling ray. 
The rural youth and virgins o'er the field. 
Bach fond for each to cull th' autumnal prime. 
Exulting rove, and speak the vinti^e nigh. 

ES 
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die cnMhing swain : die oonBtry flotti^ 
And foauM anbonnded wtdi die mashy flood; 
That by degrees fennented and refin*d, 
R<nmd die rais'd natioiu poon die cop of joy : 
The claret smooth, red as the lips we press 
In sparkling fancy, while we drain the bowl ; 
The mellow-tasted bai^nady; and quick, 
Af is the wit it gires, the gay diampagne. 

Now, by the cool deidining year condens'd. 
Descend the oopioas exhalations, check'd 
As up the middle sky unseen diey stole. 
And roll the doubling fogs around the hill. 
No more the moontain, horrid, vast, sublime. 
Who poniw a sweep of riven from his sides. 
And high b s lw ee u contending kingdoms rears 
The rocky long diTision, fills the view 
With great rariety ; but in a night 
Of gathering Taponr> Irom the baffled sense 
Sinks dark and dreary. Thence expanding far. 
The huge dusk, gradual swallows up the plain : 
Yanidi the woods ; the dim-seen river seems 
Sullen and slow, to roll the misty wave. 
E'en in die height of noon opprest, die sun 
Sheds weak and Uunt his wide>reftacted ray; 
Whence glaring oft, with many a broaden'd orb. 
He frights the nations. Indistinct on earth. 
Seen through the turbid air, beyond the life 
Obfects appear ; and, wilder'd o'er the waste 
The shepherd stalks gigantic. Till at last 
Wreath'd dun around, in deeper circles still 
Snooesdve closing, sits the general fog 
Unbounded o'er die world ; and. mingling duek, 
A formless gray confusion covers all. 
As when of old (so sung the Hebrew bard) 
Light, uncollected, through the Chaos urg'd 
Its infant way; nor order yet had drawn 
His lovely train from out the dubious gloom. 

These roving mists, that constant now begin 
To smoke along the hilly country, these 
With weighty rains, and melted Alpine sno^ini^ 
The mountain dstems fill, those ample stores 
Of water, scoop'd among the hollow rocks; 
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Whence fodi fhe streams, tiie oeeeeleei foirataliiB play. 

And titeir unfailing wealth tiie liven draw. 

Some sagee aay* that, where the nvmerooe wave 

For ever lathes the resounding shorey 

Drilled through the sandy stratum, erery way, 

The waters with the sandy stratum rise j 

Amid whose angles inllnitely strain'd. 

They joyful leave their jnggj salts behind. 

And clear and sweeten, as they soak along. 

Nor stops the restless fluid, mounting still. 

Though oft amidst th' irriguons vale it springs; 

But to the mountain courted by the sand. 

That leads it darkling on in futhful maae. 

Far from the parent main, it boils again 

Fresh into day ; and all the glittering hill 

Is bright with spouting rills. But hence this Taiv 

Amusive dream f Why should the waters lore 

To take so fu a journey to the hills. 

When the sweet ralleys offer to theb toil 

Inriting quiet, and a nearer bed t 

Or if, by blind ambition led astray. 

They must asfrire, why should they sudden jtop 

Among the broken mountain's rushy dells. 

And, ere they gain its highest peak, desert 

Th' attractive sand that charm'd their oouiee so long 1 

Besides, the hard agglomerating salts, 

Tbe spoil of ages, would impervious choke 

Their secret channels ; or, by slow degrees, 

High as the hiDs protrude the swelling vales : 

Old Ocean too, suck'd through the porous globe. 

Had long ere now forsook bis horrid bed. 

And brought Deucalion's watery times njp&m. 

Say titen, where lurk the vast etemd kprings. 
That, like creating Nature, lie conceai'd 
Prom mortal eye, yet with their lavish stores 
Refresh the globe, and all its joyous tribes I 
O thou pervading genius, given to man. 
To trace the secrets of the dark abyss, 
O lay the mountains bare! and wide display 
Their hidden structure to th' astonish'd view f 
Strip from the branching Alps their piny load ; 
The huge encumbrance of horrific woods 
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. From Anan Taunu, from Imau« stretch'd 
Athwart the toying Tartar's sullen boands 1 
Give opening Hemns to my searching eye, 
And high Olympus pooring many a stream ! 
O from the sonnding summits of the north. 
The Dofrine hills, through Scandinavia rull'd 
To farthetit Lapland and the frozen main ; 
From lofty Caucasus, far seen by those 
Who in the Caspian and black Bnzine toil ; 
From cold Riphean rocks, which the wild Rnss 
Believes the stony girdle* of the world ; 
And all the dreadful mountains, wrapt in storm. 
Whence wide Siberia draws her lonely floods : 

sweep th' eternal snows ! hung o'er the deep* 
That ever works beneath his sounding base. 
Bid Atlas, propping heaven, as poets feign. 
His subterranean wonders spread ! nnveil 

The miny carems, blazing on the day, 
Of Abyssinia's cloud-compelling cliffs, 
And of the bending mountains-f of the Moon I 
Overtopping all tliese giant sons of earth, 
Let the dire Andes, from the radiant line 
Stretch'd to the stormy seas that thunder round 
The southern pole, their hideous deeps unfold ! 
Amazing scene ! Behold ! the glooms disclose, 

1 see the rivers in their infant beds ! 

Deep, deep I hear them, labouring to get free ! 
I see the leaning strata, artful rangvd ; 
The gaping fissures to receive the rains. 
The melting snows, and ever-dripping fogs. 
Strew'd bibulous above I see the sands, 
The pebbly gravel next, the layers then 
Of mingled moulds, of more retentive earths, 
The gutter'd rocks, and mazy running clefts ; 
That, while the stealing moisture they transmit. 
Retard its motion, and forbid its waste : 
Beneath th' incessant weeping of these drains, 
I see the rocky siphons stretch'd immense, 

• The Muscovites call the Riphean mountains Weliki Camenj 
pojs ; that is, the great stony girdle; because they suppoM them 
to enconipiuts tiie whole earth. 

t A raufre of mountains in Africa, that surround almost all M^ 
aomotapa. 
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The mighty reservoirs of harden'd chalk, 

Or stiff compacted clay, capaciouii form'd : 

O'erflowing thence the congregated stores, 

The crystal treanores of the liqaid world. 

Through the stirr'd sands a bubbling passage burst; 

And welling nut. around the middle steep, 

Or from the bottoms of the bosom'd hills, 

In pure effusion flow. United, thus, 

Th' exhaling sun, the raponr-burden'd air. 

The geUd monntains, that to rain condensed 

These vapours in continual currents draw. 

And send them, o'er the fair-divided earth. 

In bounteous rivers to the deep again, 

A social commerce hold, and firm support 

The full-adjusted harmony of things. 

When Autumn scatters his departing gleams, 
Wam'd of approaching Winter, gathered, play 
The swallow-people ; and toss'd wide around. 
O'er the calm sky, in convolution swift. 
The feather'd eddy floats : rejoicing once. 
Ere to their wintry slumbers they retire ; 
In clusters clung, beneath the mouldering bank. 
And where, unpierc'd by frost, the cavern sweatSt 
Or rather into warmer climes convey'd. 
With other kindred birds of season, there 
They twitter cheerful, till the vernal months 
Invite them welcome back : for, thronging, now 
Innnmereus wings are in commotion all. 

Where the Rhine loses his majestic force 
In Belgian plains, won from the raging deep. 
By diligence amazing, and the strong 
Unconquerable hand of Liberty, 
The stork assembly meets ; for many a day, 
Consulting deep, and various, ere they take 
Their arduous voyage through the liquid sky. 
And now their route designed, their leaders chose^ 
Their tribes adjusted, clean'd their vigorous wings ; 
And many a circle, many a short essay. 
Wheeled round and round, in congregation full 
The iigur'd flight ascends ; and, riding high 
The aerial billows, mixes with the clouds. 

Or where the Northern ocean, in vast whivls. 
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BoQs romd die naked melandioly ides 
Of farthest Tbnle, and th' Atlantic surge 
Poors in among the stormy Hehrides ; 
Who can reoonnt what transmigratinns there 
Are annual made f what nations come and go f 
And how the liTing donds on clouds arise f 
Infinite wings ! till all the plome-dark air. 
And mde resounding shore are one wild cry. 

Here the plain harmless natiTe his small flock. 
And herd diminutive, of many hues. 
Tends on the little island's rerdant swell. 
The shepherds sea-girt reign ; or, to the rocks 
Dire clinging, gathers his orarious food ; 
Or sweeps the fishy shore ; or treasures up 
The plumage, rising full, to form the bed 
Of luxury. And here awhile the Muse, 
High horering o'er the broad cerulean scene. 
Sees Caled<mia, in romantic Tiew: 
Her airy monntaiDs, from the waving main 
Invested with a keen diAisive sky. 
Breathing the soul acute ; her forests huge, 
Incult, robust, and tall, by Nature's hand 
Planted of old ; her axnre lakes between, 
Pour'd out extensive, and of watery wealth 
Full ; winding deep, and green, her fertile rales ; 
With many a cool tranduoent brimming flood 
Wash'd lovely, from the Tweed (pure parent stream, 
Whose pastoral banks fint heard my Doric reed 
With, sylvan Jed, thy tributary brook). 
To where the north-inflated tempest foams 
O'er Orca*s or Betnbiam's highest peak : 
Nurse of a people, in Misfortune's school 
Train'dup ito hardy deeds; soon vidted 
By Learning, when before the GotUc rage 
She took her western flight. A manly race. 
Of nnsubmitting spirit, wise, and brave ; 
Who MtiU through bleeding iq^ struggled hard 
(Am well unhappy Wallace can attest, 
Great patriot hem ! ill-requited chief !) 
Tn bold a generous undiminish'd state : 
Too much in vain! Hence of unequal boun ds . 
Impatient, and by tempting glory borne 
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0*er eyery land, for every land their life 
Ha« flow'd profuse, their piercing genius plann'd. 
And sweird the pomp of peace their faithful toil. 
Aa from their own clear north, in radiant streams. 
Bright oyer Europe bursts the boreal mom. 

Oh ! is there not some patriot, in whose power 
That best, that godlike luxury is placed. 
Of blessing thousands, thousands yet unborn. 
Through late posterity f some, large of soul, 
To cheer dejected industry f to give 
A double harvest to the pining swain f 
And teach the labouring hand the sweets of toil f 
How, by the finest art, the native robe 
To weave ; how white as hyperborean snow. 
To form the lucid lawn ; with venturous oar 
How to dash wide the billow ; nor look on. 
Shamefully passive, while Batavian fleets 
Defraud us of the glittering fluny swarms. 
That heave our friths, and crowd upon our shores; 
How all-enlivening trade to rouse, and wing 
The prosperous sail from every growing port 
Vninjur'd, round the sea- encircled globe ; 
And thus, in soul united as in name. 
Bid Britain reign the mistress of the deep f 

Yea, there are such. And full on thee, Argyl«, 
Her hope, her stay, her darling, and her boast. 
From her first patriots and her heroes sprung. 
Thy fond imploring country turns her eye ; 
In thee, with all a mother's triumph, sees 
Her every Tirtne, every grace combin'd. 
Her genius, wisdom, her engaging turn. 
Her pride of honour, and her courage tried* 
Calm, and intrepid, in the very throat 
Of sulphurous war, on Tenier's dreadful field. 
Nor less the palm of peace inwreaths thy brow : 
For, powerful as thy aword, from thy rich tongue 
Persuasion flows, and wins the high debate ; 
While mixM in thee combine the charm of youth. 
The force of manhood, and the depth of age. 
Thee, Forbes, too, whom every worth attends. 
As truth sincere, as weeping friendship kind. 
Thee truly generous, and in silence great, 
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Thy country feels through her reTiring arts, 
Plann'd by thy wisdom, by thy soul infomi'd ; 
And seldom has she known a friend like thee. 

But see the fading many-colour'd woods. 
Shade deepening over shade, the country round 
Imbrown ; a crowded umbrage, dusk and dun. 
Of eTery hue, from wan declining green 
To sooty black. These now the lonesome Muse, 
Low- whispering, lead into their leaf- strewn waUcs^ 
And give the season in its latest view. 

Meantime, light shadowing all. a sober calm 
Fleeces unbounded ether : whose least wave 
Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 
The gentle coxrent : while illumin'd ^«ide» 
The dewy'skirted clouds imbibe the sun. 
And through their lucid veil his 8often*d force 
Shed o'er the peaceful world. Then is the time. 
Pur those whom Wisdom and whom Nature charm 
To steal themselves from the degenerate crowd, 
% nd soar above this little scene of things : 
To tread low-thoughted Vice beneath their feet ; 
To soothe the throbbing passions into peace ; 
And woo lone Quiet in her silent walks. 

Thus solitary, and in pensive guise, 
Oft let me waoder o'er the russet mead. 
And thro' the sadden'd grove, where scarce is heard 
One dying strain, to cheer the wooduian's tuil. 
Haply some widow'd songster pours his plaint. 
Far, in faint warblings, through the tawny copse : 
While coogr^ated thrushes, linnets, larks, 
And each wild throat, whose artless strains so late 
Swell'd all the music of the swarming shades, 
Robb'd of their tuneful souls, now shivering sit 
On the dead tree, a dull despondent flock; 
With not a brightness waving o'er their plumes. 
And nought save chattering discord in their note* 
O let not, aim'd from some inhuman eye, 
The gun the music of the coming year 
Destroy ; and harmless, unsuspecting barm. 
Lay the weak tribes, a miserable prey, 
in mingled murder, fluttering on the ground ! 

The pale descending year, yet pleasing still. 
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A gentler mood inftpire* ; for now the leaf 
lacessant riutlea from the mouraful groT«; 
Oft startling tmch •«, stiMUoos, walk below, 
And slowly circles throni^ the waving air. 
But shonld a quicker breeae amid the bong^ 
Sob, o*er the sky the leafy deluge streams ; 
Till chok'd, and matted with the dreary shower. 
The fnest-walks, at erery rising gale. 
Roll wide the withered waste, and whistle bleak. 
Fled is the Uasted Terdnre of the fields ; 
And, shrank into tlmr beds the flowery race 
Their sonny robes resign. Even what remain'd 
Of stronger firuit falls from the naked tree ; 
And woods, fields, gardens, orchards, all avownd 
The desolated prospect thrills the sool. 

He comes ! he comes ! in every breeae the power 
Of philosophic Melancholy comes ! 
His near approach the sadden<BtartiDg tear. 
The glowing cheek, the mild dejected air. 
The soften 'd fieatore, and the beating heart, 
Pierc'd deep with many a virtuous pang, declare, 
O'er all the soul his sacred influence breathes I 
Inflames imagination ; throt^h the breast 
Infnses every tenderness ; and £ar 
Beyond dim earth exalts the swdling thought. 
Ten thousand thousand fleet ideas, such 
As never mingled with the vulgar dream, 
Orowd fast into die mind's creative eye. 
As fast the correspondent passions rise. 
As varied, and as high : Devotion rais*d 
To rapture, amd divine astonishment ; 
The love of Nature unconfin'd, and, chief. 
Of human race ; the laige ambitious wish. 
To make them blest ; the sigh for sufieringworth 
Lost in obscurity ; the noble scorn 
Of tyrant*pride ; the fisarless great resolve ; 
The wonder which the dying patriot draws. 
Inspiring glory through remotest time ; 
Th' awaken'd throb for virtue, and for fame ; 
Tbe^sympathiesof love, and friendship dear; 
With all the Mcial ofi«ipriDg of the heart. 

Oh I bear me then to vast embowering shader. 
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To twilight groves, and visionary vale* ; 
To weeping grottoes, and prophetic glooms ; 
Where angel forms athwart the solemn dtisk. 
Tremendous sweep, or seon to sweep along; 
And voices more than human, through the void 
Deep sounding, seise th' enthusiastic ear ! 

Or, is this gloom too macht Then lead, ye powers. 
That o'er the garden and the rural seat 
Preside, which shining through the cheerful land 
In countless numbers blest Britannia sees ; 
O lead me to the wide-extended uralks. 
The fair majestic paradise of Stowe !* 
Not Persian Cyrus on Ionia's shore 
B'er saw such nylran scenes : such various art 
By genius ■fir'd, such ardent genius tam'd 
By cool judicious art; that, in die strife. 
All beauteous Nature fears to be outdone. 
And there, O Pitt, thy country's early boast. 
There let me sit beneath the shelter'd slopes. 
Or in that Templet where, in future times. 
Thou well shalt merit a distinguish'd name ; 
And, with thy converse blest, catch the last smiles 
Of Autumn beaming o'er the yellow woods. 
While there with thee th' enchanted round I walk. 
The regulated wild, gay Ftocy then 
Will tread in thought the groves of Attic land ; 
Will from thy standard taste refine her own. 
Correct her pencil to the purest truth 
Of Nature, or, the imimpassiou'd shades 
Forsaking, raise it to the human mind. 
Or if hereafter she, with juster hand, 
Shall draw the tragic scene, instruct her, thou. 
To mark the Taried movements of the heart ; 
What eyery decent character requires. 
And every passion speaks. O through her strain 
Breathe thy pathetic eloquence! that moulds 
Th' attentive senate, charms, persuades, exalts. 
Of honest seal th' indignant lightning throws. 
And shakes Corruption on her venal throne. 
While thus we talk, and through Blysian vales 

• The teat of the Lord Yiacoant Cobhso. 
i I'he temple of Virtue in Stowe Gsrdeni. 
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Delighted rove, perhaps a fdgh cscapen : 
What pity, Gobham, thoa thy verdant files 
Of order'd trees shouldst here inglorioas range, 
Instead of squadrons flaming o'er the field. 
And long embattled hosts! when the proud foe. 
The faithless Tain disturber of mankind. 
Insulting Gaul, has roos'd the world to war ; 
When keen, once more, within their bounds to press 
Those polish'd robbers, those ambitious fdaves. 
The British youth would hail thy wise command. 
Thy temper'd ardour, and thy veteran skill. 

The western sun withdraws the shortened day ; 
And humid evening, gilding o'er the sky. 
In her chill progress, to the ground condensed 
The vapours throws. Where creeping waters ooze. 
Where marshes stagnate, and where rivers wind. 
Cluster the rolling fqpi, and swim along 
The dusky-mantled lawn. Meanwhile the moon 
Full orVd, and breaking through the scatter'd clouds> 
Shews her broad Tisage in the crimson'd east. 
Tum'd to the sun direct, her spotted disk. 
Where mountains rise, umbrageous dales descend. 
And caverns deep, as optic tube descries, 
A smaller earth, gives us his blase again. 
Void of his flame, and sheds a softer day. 
Now through the passing cloud she seems to stoop. 
Now up the pure cerulean rides sublime. 
Wide tiie pale deluge floats, and streaming mfld 
O'er the sky'd mountain to the shadowy vale. 
While rocks and floods reflect the quivering gleam. 
The whole air whitens with a boundless tide 
Of silver radiance trembling round the world. 

But when half*blotted from the sky her light. 
Fainting, permits the starry fires to bum 
With keener lustre through the depth of heaven ; 
Or near extinct her deaden'd orb appears. 
And scarce appears, of sickly beamless white ; 
Oft in this season, silent from the north 
A blaze of meteors shoots: ensweeping first 
The lower skies, they all at once convex^ 
High to the crown of heaven, and all at once 
Retapsing quick, as quickly reascend. 






< 



116 AUTUMN. 

And mix, and thwart, extingnuh, and renew. 
All ether coursing in a maxe of light. 

Prom look to look, oontagiooa tlirongh the erowdi 
The ]>anie runt, and into wondron* ahapee 
Th' appearance throws: armies in meet anray» 
Throng'd with aerial speaia, and ateeda oCfijN^; 
Till the long lines of fall-extended wac„ 
In hleediog fight commixt» the sanguine, flood 
Rolls a hroad slaughter o'er the planm of hearea. 
As thus they scan the TiioooBary scene. 
On all sides swells the supemtiiions din. 
Incontinent ; and busy frenay talks 
Of blood and battle ; citien orertum'd. 
And late at night in swaUowing. earthquake jmnky 
Or hideous wrapt in fierce ascending flame : 
Of sallow famine, inundation, storm ; 
Of pestilence, and every great distress : 
Empires subversM, when ruling fote has atmek 
Th' unalterable hour : even Nature's self 
Is deem'd to totter on the brink of time* 
Not so the man of philosophic eye. 
And inspect sage ; the waving brightBesa he 
Curious surveys, inquisitive to know 
The causes, and materials, yet unfix'd. 
Of this appearance beautiful and new. 

Now black, and deep, the night begins to fall, 
A shade immense I sunk in the quenching gloon,. 
Magnifieent and vast, are heaven and earth. 
Order confounded lies ; all beauty void ; 
Distinction lost ; and gay variety 
One univenal blot ; such the fair power 
Of light, to kindle and create the whole. 
Drear is the state of the benighted wretch, 
„ Who then, bewilder'df wanders thmugh the iiiA, 

Full of pale fancies, and chimeras huge : 
Nor visited by one directive ray, 
Prom cottage streaming, or frona airy balL 
Perhaps impatient as he«tambtes*on, 
Struck from the root of slimy rushes, blue. 
The wild-fire scatters round, or gathered trails 
A length of flame deceitful o'er tiie meas': 
Whither decoyed by the fantastic blaaa. 
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Now hMt and now renew'd, he sink* abaoipt. 
Rider and hone, amid the miry gulf : 
While still, from day to day, his pining wife. 
And pUintiTe children hit retam await. 
In wild conjecture lust. At other time. 
Sent by the better genins of the night, 
Innoxiiras, gleaming on the horse's main. 
The meteor sits; and shews the narrow path. 
That winding leads through pits of death, or eliM* 
Instructs him how to take the dangerous ford. 

The lengthened night elaps*d, the morning suiue-s 
Serene, in all her dewy beauty bright. 
Unfolding fair the last autumnal day. 
And now the mountain sun dispels the fog ; 
The rigid hoar-frost melts before his beam : 
And hung <m every spray, on every blade 
Of grass, the myriad dew-drops twinkle round. 

Ah, see where robVd, and murder'd, in thar nit 
Idee the still heaTing hivel at evening snatch u. 
Beneath the cloud of guilt-concealing night. 
And fix'd o'er sulphur ; while, not dreaming ill, 
The happy people in their waxen eells. 
Sat tending public cares, and planning scbemest 
Of temperance, for Winter poor ; rgoie'd 
To mark, full flowing round, their copious stores. 
Sudden die dark oppressive steam ascends; 
And, used to milder scents, the tender race, 
By thousands, tumble from their honied domet* , 
ConToly'd, and agonising in the dust. 
And was it then for this you roam'd the SprioTt 
Intent from flower to flower Y for this you toil M 
Ceaseless the burning Summer-heats away t 
Vox this in Autumn search'd the blooming wa!>te. 
Nor lost one sunny gleam t for this sad fate t 
O man I tyrannic lord I how long, how long, 
Shan prostrate Nature groan beneath your rat;e. 
Awaiting renovation I When oblig'd. 
Must you destroy t Of their ambrosial food 
Can you not borrow ; and, in just return, 
Aflbrd them shelter from the wintry winds; 
Or, as the sharp year pinches, with their own 
A|^ regale them on some smiling dayt 
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See where the stony bottom of their town 
Looks desolate, and wild; with here and there 
A helpless number, who the ruin*d state 
Surviye, lamenting weak, csst out to death. 
Thus a proud city, populous and rich. 
Full of the works of peace, and high in joy, 
At theatre or feast, or sunk in sleep 
(As late, Palermo, was thy fate) is seix'd 
By some dread earthquake, and convulsire hnrl'd 
Sheer from the black foundation, stench- invoWM, 
Into a gulf of blue sulphureous flame. 

Hence every harsher sight I for now the day, 
O'er hearen and earth diflfus*d, grows warm and high, 
Infinite splendour ! wide inyesting all. 
How still the breese ! save what the filmy threads 
Of dew evaporate brushes from the plain. 
How clear the cloudless sky I how deeply tiog'd 
With a peculiar blue 1 th* ethereal arch 
How swell'd immense ! amid whose azure thron'd 
The radiant sun how gay ! how calm below 
The gilded earth ! the harvest treasures all 
Now gather'd in, beyond the rage of storms. 
Sure to the swain ; the circling fence shut up ; 
And instant Winter's utmost rage defy'd, 
While, loose to festive joy, the country round 
Laughs with the loud sincerity of mirth. 
Shook to the wind their cares. The toil-strung youth, 
Ry the quick sense of music taught alone. 
Leaps wildly graceful in the lively dance. 
Her every charm abroad, the villsge>toast. 
Young, buxom, warm, in native beauty rich. 
Darts not unmeaning looks ; and, where her eye 
Points an approving smile, with double force 
The cudgel rattles, and the wrestler twines. 
Ag0 too shines out; and, garrulous, recounts 
The feats of youth. Thus they rejoice ; nor think 
That, with to-morrow's sun, their annual toil 
Begins again the never-ceasing round. 

Oh, knew he but his happiness, of men 
The happiest he ; who, far from public rage. 
Deep in the vale, with a choice few retired, 
Drinks the pure pleasures of the rural lifei 
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What thoujrh the dome be wanting, whose proad gate. 
Each morning, Tomit« out the sneaking crowd 
Of flatterers false, and in their turn abus'd Y 
Vile intercourse ! What though the glittering robe. 
Of every hue reflected light can give. 
Or floating loose, or stiff with masy gold. 
The pride aad gaae of fools, oppress him not t 
What though, from utmost land and sea pnrvey'd, 
For him each rarer tributary life 
Bleeds not, and his insatiate table heaps 
With luxury and death t What though his bowl 
Flames not with costly juice ; nor sunk in beds. 
Oft of gay care, he tosses out the night, 
Or melts the thoughtless hours in idle state f 
What though he knows not those fantastic joys. 
That still amuse the wanton, still deceive ; 
A face of pleasure, but a heart of pain ; 
Their hollow moments undelighted allt 
Sure peace is his; a solid life, eAtrang*d 
To disappointment, and fallacious hope : 
ich in content ; in Nature's bounty rich, 

n herbs and fruits; whatever greens the Spring 
When heaven descends in showers; or bends thebough, 
When Summer reddens, and when Autumn beams ; 
Or in the wintry glebe whatever lies 
Conceal'd, and fattens with the richest sap : 
These are not wanting ; nor the milky drove. 
Luxuriant, spread o'er all the lowing vale ; 
Nor bleating mountains ; nor the chide of streams, 
And hum of bees, inviting sleep sincere 
Into the guiltless breast, beneath the shade. 
Or thrown at large amid the fragrant hay ; 
Nor aught besides of prospect, grove, or song. 
Dim grottoes, gleaming lakes, and fountain clear. 
Here too dwells simple Truth ; plain Innocence ; 
Unsullied Beauty; sound unbroken Youth, 
Patient of labour, with a little pleas'd; 
Health ever blooming ; unambitious Toil ; 
Calm Contemplation, aod poetic Ease. 

Let others brave the flood in quest of gain, 
And beat for joyless months the gloomy wave. 

Let such as deem it glory to destroy. 



II 



120 AUTUMN. 

Rash into blood, tke sack of cities seek ; 

Unpierc'dy exulting in the widow'* wail, 

The Tirgin's shriek, and infant's trembling cry. 

Let some, far distant from their native soil, 

Urg'd or by want or hardened avarice, 

VSnd other lands beneath another snn. 

Let this through cities work his eager way. 

By legal outrage and establish'd guile, 

The social sense extinct ; and that ferment 

Mad into tumult the seditious herd. 

Or melt them down to slavery. Let these 

Insnare the wretched in the toils of law. 

Fomenting discord, and perplexing right. 

An iron race! and those of fairer front. 

But equal inhumanity, in courts. 

Delusive pomp and dark cabals, delight ; 

Wreathe the deep bow, diffuse the lying smile. 

And tread the weary labyrinth of state. 

While he, from all the stormy passions free 

That restless men involve, hears, and but hears. 

At distance safe, the human tempest roar, ^ 

Wrapt dose in conscious peace. The fall of kings. 

The rage of nations, and the crush of states, 

Move not the man who, from the world escap'd. 

In still retreats, and flowery solitudes. 

To Nature's voice attends, from month to month. 

And day to day, through the revolving year ; 

Admiring, sees her in hor every shape; 

Feels all her sweet emotions at his heart ; 

Takes what she lib'ral gives, nor thinks of more. 

He, when young Spring protrudes the bursting fcems, 

Marks the first bud, and sucks the healthful gale 

Into his freshen'd soul ; her genial hours 

He frUl enjoys; and not a beauty blows, 

And not an opening blossom breathes, in vain. 

In Summer he, beneath the living shade. 

Such as o'er frigid Tempd wont to wave. 

Or Hemufl cool, reads what the Muse, of these. 

Perhaps, as in immortal numbers sung ; 

Or what she dictates writes; and, oft an eye 

Shot round, rejoices in the vigorous year. 

When Autumn's yeUow lustre gilds the world. 
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And tempti the sicUed aiiram into the field. 

Beis'd by the gen'ral joy hia heart dLiteoda 

With gentle Uiroes; and through the tepid gleanu 

Deep mtosingy then he best ejcerts bis song. 

Even Winter wild to him is full of bliss. 

The mighty tempest, and the hoary waste. 

Abrupt, and deep, stretch'd n*er the buried earth. 

Awake to solemn thought. At night the skies. 

Disclosed and kindled, by refining frost* 

Pour every lustre on tb' exalted eye. 

A ^end, a book, the stealing hours secure. 

And mark them down for wisdom. With swift wing 

0*est land and sea imagination roams; 

Or truth, divinely breaking on his mind. 

Elates h^ being, and unfolds his powers ; 

Or in his breast heroic virtue bums. 

The touch of kindred too and love he feels; 

The modest eye, whose beams on his alone 

Ecstatic shine ; the little strong embrace 

Of prattling children, twin*d around his neck, 

And emulous to please him, calling forth 

The fond parental soul. Nor purpose gay» 

Amusement, dance, or song, he sternly scorns ; 

For happiness and true philosophy 

Are of the social, stiU, and smiling kind. 

This is the life which those who fret in guilt. 

And guilty cities, never knew : the life 

Led by primeval ages, nncorrupt 

When angels dwelt, and God himself, with man t 

Oh, Nature I all suflident 1 over all I 
Enrich me with the knowledge of thy works. 
Snatch me to heaven ; thy rolling wonders there. 
World beyond world, in infinite extent. 
Profusely scatter'd o'er the blue immense. 
Shew me : their motions, periods, and their laws* 
Give me to scan ; through the disclosing deep 
Light my blind way; the mineral strata there ; 
Thrust, blooming, thence, the vegeUble world; 
O'er that the rising system, more complex. 
Of animals ; and higher still, the mind. 
The varied scene of quick-compounded thought. 
And where the mixing passions endless shift ; 
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These ever open to my raTuh'd eye; 

A search, the flight of time can ne'er exliaustl 

But if to that unequal : if the blood. 

In sluggish streams about my heart forbid 

lliat best ambition ; under closing shades. 

Inglorious, lay me by the lowly brook. 

And whisper to my dreams. From Thee begin, 

Dwell all on Thee, with Thee conclude my song ; 

And let m« never, nevei stray ft-om Thee I 
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WINTER. 

The fiabject piopoied. Addras to the Earl of Wilmington. First 
approach of Winter. According to the natural cnurKe of the 
•easoo, rariou* ctorm* described. Rain. Winci Snow Tb« 
drlringof thetnowfi: a man perlshlnjr amooir tliem ; whence 
reflections on the wants and miseriec oiliumao life. The wol?e4 
deacendiiig from the Alps and Apennines. A wlnter-eveninf 
deacribed ; as spent bjr philosophers ; by the country people ; 
Id the city. Frost. A view of winter within tlie poidr circle. 
A thaw. The whole conclodiiif with moral reflections on a fu- 
tare state. 

Sbb, Winter come*, to mle the varied year, 
Snllenand sadt with all his riding train ; 
Yapoun, and clonda, and storm*. Be theM my tbemef 
These ! that exalt the soul to solemn tboaeht, 
And heavenly musing. Welcome, kindrea glooms ! 
Congenial honrors, hail ! with frequent foot, 
Pleas'd have I, in my cheerful mom uf life. 
When nurs'd by careless solitude 1 liv'd, 
And song of Nature with unceasing joy, 
Pleas'd have I wander'd through your rough domain, 
Trod the pure virgin snows, myself as pure ; 
Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burst ; 
Or seen the deep fermenting tempest brew'd. 
In the grim evening sky. Thus pass'd the time, 
Till throagh the lucid chambers of the south 
Look'd out the joyous Spring, look'd out, and smil'd. 

To thee, the patron of her first essay. 
The Muse, O Wilmington I renews her song. 
Since has she rounded the revolving year : 
Skimn'd the gay Spring ; on eagle pinions borne, 
Attempted throagh the Summer-blaze to rise ; 
Then swept o'er Autumn with the shadowy gale ; 
And now among the wintry clouds again, 
Roll'd in the doubling storm, she trie* to soar ; 
To swell her note with all the rushing winds } 
To suit her sounding cadence to the flnuds ; 
As is her theme, her numbers wildly great : 
Thrice happy, conld she fill thy judging ear 
With bold description, and with manly thought. 
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Nor art thoo skill'd in awful schemes alone, 
And how to make a mighty people thrive ; 
But equal goodness, sound integrity, 
A firm, unshaken, nnoorrupted soul. 
Amid a sliding age, and burning strong, 
Not vainly blazing fur thy country's weal, 
A steady spirit, regularly free ; 
These, each exalting each, the statesman light 
Into the patriot ; these the public hope 
And eye to thee converting, bid the Muse 
Record what envy dares not flattery call. 

Now when the cheerless empire of the sky 
To Capricorn the Centaur Archer yields. 
And fierce Aquarius stains th' inverted year ; 
Hung o'er the farthest verge of heaven, the nun 
Scarce spreads through ether the dejected day. 
Faint are his gleams, and ineffectual shoot 
His struggling rays, in horizontal lines, 
Through the thick air; as cloth'd in cloudy ' storm 
Weak, wan, and broad, he skirts the southern sky; 
And, soon descending, to tlie long dark night. 
Wide-shading all, the prostrate world resigns. 
Nor is the night unwtsh'd ; while vital heat, 
Light, life, and joy, the dubious day forsake. 
Meantime, in sable tincture, shadows vast, 
Deep ting'd and damp, and congregated cloud?, 
And all the vapoury turbulence of heaven. 
Involve the face of things. Thus Wiirter falls 
A heavy glunm oppressive o*er the world. 
Through Nature shedding influence malign, 
And rouses up the seeds of dark disease. 
The soul of man dies in him, loathing life, 
And black with more than melancholy views. 
The cattle droop ; and o'er the fiirrow'd land, 
Presh fron) the plough, the dun discolour'd flocko^ 
Unteuded spreading, crop tiie wholesome root. 
Along the woods, along the moorish fens, 
Sighri the ^ad genius of the coming storm; 
And up alon^^ the loose diyjotnted clifiB, 
And fractur'd mountains wild, the brawling brook. 
And cave presageful, send a hollow moan. 
Rebounding long in listening Fancy's ear. 
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Then eom«s tfae father of the tempeat forth. 
Wrapt in black glooms. Firat jnyleta rains obaeuro 
DriTe through the mingling akies with vapour foul ; 
Dash on the moantain's brow, and shake the woods. 
That grombling ware below. Th* unsiehtly plain 
Lies a brown dehige ; as the low bent clouds 
Pour flood on flood, yet imexliausted still 
Combine, and deepening into night ^ut up 
The day's fair face. The wanderers of heaven. 
Each to his home, retire ; save those that lo^e 
To take their pastime in the troubled air. 
Or skimming flutter round the dimply pool. 
The cattle from th* nntasted fields return. 
And ask with meaning low, their wonted stalls, 
Or ruminate in the contiguous shade. 
Thither the household feathery people crowd , 
The crested oock, with all his female train, 
Pentdre, and dripping ; wMle the cottage-hind 
Hangs o'er th' enliv'ning blase and taleful there 
Recounts his simple frolic : much he talks. 
And much he laughs, nor recks the storm that blows 
Without, and rattles on his humble roof. 

Wide o'er the brim, with many a torrent s weird. 
And the mix'd ruin of its banks o'erspread, 
At last the rous'd>up river pours along : 
Resistless, roaring, dreadful, down it comes. 
From the rude mountain, and the mossy wild. 
Tumbling through rocks abrupt, and sounding far ; 
Then o'er the sanded valley floating spreads. 
Calm, sluggish, silent; till again constrain'd 
Between two meeting hills, it bursts away, 
Where rocks and woods o'erhang the turbid stream ; 
There gathering triple force, rapid and deep. 
It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders thro'. 

Nature I great parent! whose tmceasing hand 
Rolls round the seasons of the changeful year. 
How mighty, how majestic, are thy works! 
With what a pleasing dread they swell the soul. 
That sees astonish'dl and astonish'd sings t 
Ye too, ye winds! that now begin to Mow 
With boisterous sweep, I raise my voice tu yoo. 
Where are your atorea, ye powerful beings! sap. 



iL 



126 WINTER. 

Where yonr aeritti magazines resenr'd 
To swell the brooding terrors of the storm! 
2n what far distant region of the sky, 
Hnsh'd in deep silence, sleep ye when 'tis calm f 

When from the pallid dky the sun descends. 
With many a spot, that o'er his glaring orb 
Uncertain wanders, stain'd ; red fiery stToaks 
Begin to flush amond. The reeling clouds 
Stagger with dizzy poise, as doubting yet 
Which master to obey ; while rising slow. 
Blank, in the leaden-colour'd east the moon 
Wears a wan circle round her blunted horns. 
Seen through the turbid fluctuating air. 
The stars obtuse emit a shi^er'd ray ; 
Or frequent seem to shoot athwart the gloom. 
And long behind them trail the whitening blase. 
Snatch'd in short eddies, plays the withered leaf; 
And on the flood the dancing feather floats. 
With broaden 'd nostrils to the sky nptum'd. 
The conscious heifer snufls the stormy gale. 
Even as the matron, at her nightly task. 
With pensive labour draws the flaxen thread. 
The wasted taper and the crackling flame 
Foretel the blast But chief the plumy race. 
The tenants of the sky, its changes speak. 
Retiring Anom the downs, where all day long 
They pick*d their scanty fare, a blackening train 
Of clamorous rooks thick urge their weary flight, 
And seek the closing shelter of the grove; 
Assiduous in his bower, the wailing owl 
Plies his sad song. The cormorant on high 
Wheels from the deep, and screams along the land. 
Loud shrieks the soaring hem ; and with wild wing 
llie circling sea-fowl cleave the flaky clouds. 
Or«an, unequal press'd, with broken tide 
And blind commotion heaves ; while from the shore 
Eat into caverns by the restless wave. 
And forestmstling mountain, comes % voice. 
That solemn sounding bids the world prepare. 
Then issues forth the storm with sudden burst 
And hurls the whole precipitated air 
Duwn, in a torrent. On Uie passive main 
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Desoendfl di' ethereal force, and with strong ipiet 

Tarns from ita bottom the discoloar'd deep. 

Through the black night that eits immenae annmd, 

Lash'd into foam, the ikerce conflicting brine 

Seems o'er a thousand raging waTes to bum : 

Meantime the mountain billows, to the clouds 

In dreadful tumult ewell'd, surge above suiige. 

Burst into chaos with tremendous roar. 

And anchored navies from their stations drirey 

Wild as the winds, across the howling waste 

Of mighty waters: now th' inflated wave 

Straining they scale, and now impetuous shoot 

Into the secret chambers of the deep, 

The wintry Baltic thundering o'er their head* 

Emerging thence again, before the breath 

Of full-exerted heaTen they wing their course. 

And dart on distant coasts; if some sharp rock. 

Or shoal insidious, break not their career. 

And in loose fragments fling them floating round. 

Nor less at hand the loosened tempest reigns : 
The mountain thunders ; and its sturdy sons 
Stoop to the bottom of the rocks they shade* 
Lone on the midnight steep, and all aghast, 
The dark way-faring stranger breathless toils, 
And, often falling, climbs against the blast. 
Low waves the rooted forest, Tox'd, and sheds 
What of its tamish*d honours yet remain ; 
Dash'd down, and scatter'd by the tearing wind's 
Assiduous fury, its gigantic limbs. 
Thus struggling through the dissipated groTe, 
The whirling tempest rares along the plain ; 
And on the cottage thatch'd, or lordly roof, 
Keen fastening, shakes them to the solid base. 
Sleep frighted flies, and round the rocking dome 
For entrance eager, howls the savage blast. 
Then too, they say, through all the burden *d air. 
Long groans are heard, shrill sounds, and distant sighs, 
That, utter'd by the demon of the night. 
Warn the devoted wretch of woe and death. 

Huge uproar lords it wide. The clouds commix'd 
With stars swift gliding sweep along the sky. 
All Nature reels. Till Nature's King who oft 

• I 
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And oa tbe wings of the < 

Walks dicMUUly KIM 

Then straight, air* ssn, ani eartii, are horii'd at 

As yet tis miihilght deep. The weary doods, 
Shiw meeting, sshigle into ssUd gtoom. 
Now, wMIe the drowsy woiU lies hwt in sleep. 
Let ne associate with the setkras Nig^t, 
And CoaCemplatien her sedate rwpiw i ; 
Let me shake aS tfi' intinslve cares of day. 
And lay die meddliag senses all aside. 

Where now, ye lying Taaities of life ! 
Te erer-^empting ! ever dieating train ! 
Where sre yon newf and what is 
Vexation, d isap po in tment, and ; 
Sad sickening thought! And yet; delnded man, 
A scene of rmde disjointed TJsions past. 
And broken s l niuh e i s, rises still resolr'd 
With new flosh'd hiqies, to ran die giddy rooad. 

Father of light and fife! then Good Supreme! 
O teach me what is good ! teach me thyself I 
Sare me from ftdly, Tanity, and Tice, 
From erery low p urg i rit ! and feed my soul 
With knowledge, eonsdoos peace, and Tirtoe pore; 
Sacred, substantial, neTer4hding bliss I 

The keener temp e st s rise : and fdming dan 
From all tbe Urid east, or pierdog north. 
Thick doads ascend ; in whose capadons womb 
A Tapoory deluge lies, to snow oongeal'd. 
Heary they roll their fleecy world along; 
And die sky saddens with the gather'd storm. 
Throogh the hosh'd air ttie whitening shower deeoend% 
At first thin waTcring ; till at last the flakes 
Fall brned, and wide, and fast, dimming the day, 
With a contiaoal flow. The eiierish*d fields 
Pat on their winter-robe of porest White. 
Tis farightness all ; sare where die new snow nulls 
Along the masy eorrent. Low, the woods 
Bow their hoar head ; and, ere the langoid son. 
Paint from the west emits his evening ray, 
Earth's universal face, deep hid and chiU, 
Is one wide d«asling waste, that buries wide 
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The works of man. Drooping, the laboarer-ox 
Stands cover'd o'er with snow, and then demands 
The froit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven, 
Tam'd hy the cruel season , crowd aroand 
The winnowing store, and claim the little boon 
Which Providence assigns them. One alone. 
The red-breast, sacred to the household gods. 
Wisely regardful of th* embroiling sky, 
In joyless fields, and thorny thickets, leaves 
His shivering mates, and pays to trusted man 
His annual visit. Half afraid, he first 
Against the window beats ; then, brisk, alightt 
On the warm hearth ; then, hopping o'er the floor. 
Byes all the smiling family askance. 
And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he is: 
"nn, more familiar grown, the table-crumbs 
Attract his slender feet. The foodless wilds 
Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare, 
lliongh timorous of heart, and hard beset 
By death in various forms, dark snares, and dog9, 
And more nnpitying men, the garden seeks, 
Urg'd on by fearless want. The bleating kind 
Bye the bleak heaven, and next the glistening earth. 
With looks of dumb despair ; then, sad dispers'd. 
Dig for the wither'd herb through heaps of snow. 

Now, shepherds, to yotlr helpless charge be kind. 
Baffle the raging year, and fill their pens 
With food at will ; lodge them below the stomi. 
And watch them strict; for from the bellowing east. 
In this dire season, oft the whirlwind's wing 
Sweeps up the burden of whole wintry plains 
At one wide waft, and o'er the hapless flocks. 
Hid in the hollow of two neighbouring bills. 
The billowy tempest whelms ; till, upward urg'd. 
The valley to a shining mountain swells, 
Tipt with a wreath high-curling in the aky. 

As thus the snows arise; and foul, and fierce. 
All Winter drives along the darkened air ; 
In his own Ivoae revolving fields, the swain 
Disaster'd stands : sees other hills ascend. 
Of unknown joyless brow ; and other scenes. 
Of horrid prospect, shag the trackless plain : 
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Nor finds the rWer, nor the forest, hid 

Beneath the formless wild ; bat wanders on 

Prom hill to dale, still more and more astray ; 

Impatient floancing through the drifted heaps, [home 

Stung with the thoughts of home ; the thoughts of 

Rush on bis nerToa, and call their vigour forth 

In many a vain attempt. How sinks his soul ! 

What black despair, what horror fills his heart ! 

When for the dusky spot, which Fancy feign *d 

His tufted cottage rising through the snow. 

He meets the roughness of the middle waste* 

Par from the track, and blest abode of man ; 

While round him night resistless closes fast. 

And every tempest howling o'er his head. 

Renders the savage wilderness more wild. 

Then throng the busy shapes into bis mind. 

Of covered pits, unfathumably deep, 

A dire descent ! beyond the power of frost ; 

Of faithless bogs, of precipices huge, 

Smoothed up with snow ; and, what is land^ unknown 

What water, of the still unfrozen spring. 

In the loose marsh or solitary lake, 

Where the fresh fountain from the bottom boils. 

These check his fearful steps ; and down he sinks 

Beneath the shelter of the shapeless drift, 

Thinking o'er all the bitterness of death, 

ftf ix'd with the tender anguish Nature shoots 

Through the wrung bosom of the dying man. 

His wife, his children, and his friends unseen. 

In Tain for him th' officious wife prepares 

The fire fair-blazing, and the vestment warm ; 

In vain his little children, peeping out 

Into the mingling storm, demand their sire, 

With tears of artless innocence. Alas f 

Nor wife, nor children, more shall he behold ; 

Nor friends, nor sacred home. On every nerve 

The deadly Winter seizes ; shuts up sense; 

And, o'er his inmost vitals creeping cold. 

Lays him along the snows, a stiiTen'd corse ! 

Stretch'd out, and bleaching in. the oortbern bla^it. 

Ah! little think the gay licentious proud, 
Whom pleasure, power, and affluence surround ; 
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They, who their thoughtless hoars in giddy mirth. 

And wanton, often cruel, riot wante : 

Ah ! little think they, while they dance along. 

How many feel, this very moment, death. 

And all the sad rariety of pain. 

How many sink in the devouring flood. 

Or more devouring flame. How many bleed. 

By shameful Tarianoe hetwixt man and man. 

How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms; 

Shut from the common air, and common use 

Of their own limbs. How many drink the cup 

Of baleful grief, or eat the bitter bread 

Of misery. Sore pierc'd by wintry winds. 

How many shrink into the sordid hnt 

Of cheerless poverty. How many shake 

With all the fiercer tortures of the mind, 

Unbounded passion, madness, guilt, remorse ; 

Whence tumbled headlong from the height of life, 

They ftimish matter for the tragic Muse. 

E'en in the vale where Wisdom loves to dwell. 

With friendship, peace, and contemplation join'd. 

How many, rack'd with honest passions, droop 

In deep-retir*d distress. How many stand 

Around the death>bed of their dearest friends. 

And point the parting anguish. Thought fond man 

Of these, and idl the thousand nameless ills, 

That one incessant struggle render life. 

One scene of toil, of suffering, and of fate. 

Vice in his high career would stand appall'd. 

And heedless rambling Impulse learn to think; 

The conscious heart of Charity would warm. 

And her wide wish Benevolence dUato ; 

The aodal tear would rise, the social sigh; 

And into clear perfection, gradual bliss. 

Refining still, the social passions work. 

And here can I forget the generous band,* 
Who, touched with human woe, redreasive search* 
Into the horrors of the gloomy jail f 
Unpitied, and unheard, where misery moa 
Where sickness pines, where thirst and 
And poor misfortune feels the lash of vice. 
• The Jail Coramittee, In the year 1739. 
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Wliila in the land of liberty, the land 
WhoM every street and pablic meeting glow 
Witii open freedom, little tyrants rag'd ; 
Snatch 'd the lean morsel from the starring mouth » 
Tore from cold wintry limbs the tatter'd weed ; 
E'en robb'd them of the last of comforts, sleep ; 
The free-bom Briton to the dungeon chain'd. 
Or, as the lust of cruelty prevaiPd» 
At pleasure raark'd him with inglorious stripes ; 
And cmsh'd out lives, by secret barbarous ways. 
That for their country would have toil'd, or bled. 
O great design I if executed well. 
With patient care, and wisdom- tempered sKal ! 
Ye lions of Mercy ! yet resume the search ; 
Drag forth the legal monsters into light. 
Wrench from their hands Oppression's iron rod. 
And bid the cruel feel the pains they give. 
Much still untouch'd remains; in this rank age 
Much is the patriot's weeding hand requir'd. 
The toils of law (what dark insidious men 
Have cumbrous added to perplex the truth. 
And lengthen simple justice into trade). 
How glorious were the day that saw these broke. 
And every man within the reach of right! 

By wintry famine roused, from all the tract 
Of horrid mountains which the shining Alps, 
Aod wavy Apennine, and Pyrenees, 
Branch out stupendoits into distant lands ; 
Cruel as death, and hungry as the grave; 
Burning for blood ; bony, and gaunt, and grim. 
Assembling wolves in raging troops descend ; 
And, pouring o'er the country, bear along, 
Keen as the north-wind sweeps the glossy snow. 
All is their prize. They fasten on the steed. 
Press him to earth, and pierce his mighty heart. 
Nor can the bull his awful front defend. 
Or shake the murdering savages away. 
Rapacious, at the mother's throat they fly. 
And tear the screaming infant from her breast. 
Hie godlike face of man avails him nought. 
B'en beauty, force divine i at whose bright glance 
The generous lion stands in softened gaae, 
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Here Ueedn, a haplew nndiatiiigilfsh'd prey. 

Bat if, apprk'd of the severe attack, 

The country be »hvt np ; lar'd by tbe scent. 

On iiarch-yardd drear (inhumaD to relate !) 

Tbe disappointed prowlers fall, and dig 

The shrouded body from the grare ; o'er which* 

Mix'd with foni shades, and frighted ghosts, they howl. 

Among those hilly regions, where embrac'd 
In peaceful vales the happy Grisons dwell : 
Oft, rushing sudden from the loaded cliffs. 
Mountains of snow their gathering terrors roll. 
Pnini steep to steep loud thundering down they corner 
A wintry waste in dire commotion all ; 
And herds, and flocks, and travellers, and swains, 
And sometimes whole brigades of marching troops, 
Or hamlets sleeping in the dead of night. 
Are deep beneath the smothering ruin whelm'd. 

Now, all amid the rigours of the year, 
In the wild depth of Winter, while without 
The ceaseless winds blow ice, be my retreat. 
Between the groaning forest and the shore, 
Beat by the boundless multitude of waves, 
A rural, sheltered, solitary scene ; 
Where ruddy fire, and beaming tapers join. 
To cheer the gloom. Iliere studious let me sit. 
And hold high converse with the mighty dead ; 
Sages of ancient time, as gods rever'd. 
As gcids beneficent, who blest mankind 
With arts, with arms, and humaniz'd a world. 
Rous'd at th' inspiring thought, I throw aside 
The long-liv'd volume ; and, deep musing, hafl 
The sacred shades, that slowly rising, pass 
Before ray wondering eyes. First Socrates, 
Who, firmly good in a corrupted state. 
Against the rage of tyrants single stood. 
Invincible ! calm Reason's holy law. 
That voice of God within th' attentive mind» 
Obeying, fearless, or in life, or death : 
Great moral teacher! wisest of mankind ! 
Solon the next, who built his commonweal 
On equity's wide base ; by tender laws 
A lively people curbing, yet undamp'd 



■> 



134 WINTER. 

Presenring «till that quick, peculiar fire, 

Whence in the laurell'd field of finer artH, 

And of bold freedom, they unequall'd shone. 

The pride of smiling Greece and human- kind. 

Lycurgus then, who bow'd beneath the force 

Of strictest discipline, severely wise. 

All human passions. Following him, T see. 

As at Thermopy lee he glorious fell , 

The firm devoted chief,* who proved by deeds 

The hardest lesMn which the other taught. 

Then Aristides lifts his honest front ; 

Spotless of heart, to whom th' unflattering voice 

Of freedom gave the noblest name of Just : 

In pure majestic poverty rever'd ; 

Who, even his glory to his country *8 weal 

Submitting, swell'd a haughty rivaPsf fame. 

Rear'd by his care, of softer ray appears 

Cimon, sweet-soul'd ; whose genius, rising strong. 

Shook off the load of young debauch ; abroad 

The scourge of Persian pride, at home the friend 

Of every wm-th and every splendid art. 

Modest, and simple, in the pomp of wealth. 

Then, the last worthies of declining Greece, 

Late call'd to glory, in unequal times. 

Pensive appear. The fair Corinthian boast, 

Timoleon, happy temper I mild, and firm. 

Who wept the brother while the tyrant Ued. 

And, equal tp the best, the Theban pair^ 

Whose virtues, in heroic concord join'd. 

Their country rais'd to freedom, empire, fame. 

He too, with whom Athenian honour sank. 

And left a mass of sordid lees behind, 

Phocion the good ; in pubhc life severe. 

To virtue still inexorably firm; 

But when, beneath his low illnstrioas roof. 

Sweet peace and happy wisdom smooth'd his brovr. 

Not friendship softer was, nor love more kind. 

And he, the last of old Lycurgus' sons. 

The generous victim to that vain attempt. 

To save a rotten state, Agis, who saw 

* Leonidas, t Themistocles. 

I Pelopida* and Epaniinoudan. 
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Even Sparta's self to servile aTarioe sank. 
The two Achaian heroes close the train ; 
Aratus, who a while relam*d the soul 
Of fondly-linGrerin(; liberty in Greece; 
And he her aarliug, as her latest hope, 
The gallant Philnpoemen : who to arms 
Tam*d the laxorinns pomp he could not cure ; 
Or toiling in bis farm, a simple swain ; 
Or, bold and skilfnl, thundering in the field. 

Of rougher front, a mighty people come ! 
A race of heroes ! in those virtuous times 
Which knew no stain, save that with partial flanie 
Their dearest country the^ too fondly lov'd : 
Her better founder first, the light of Rome, 
Nnma, who soften'd her rapacious sons ; 
Servius the king, who laid the solid base 
On which o'er earth the vast republic spread. 
Then the great consuls venerable rise. 
The public father,* who the private qneli'd. 
As on the dread tribunal sternly sad. 
He, whom his thanklefis country could not lose, 
Camillus, only vengeful to her foes. 
Pabricius, scorner of all-conquering gold ; 
And Cincinnatus, awful from the plough. 
Thy wilUng victim.f Carthage, bursting loose 
From all that pleading Nature could oppose. 
From a whole city's tears, by rigid faith 
Imperious call'd, and honour's dire command. 
Scipio, the gentle chief, humanely brave. 
Who soon the race of spotless glory ran. 
And, warm in youth, to the poetic shade 
With friendship and philosophy retir'd. 
Tolly, whose powerful eloquence awhile 
Restrain'd the rapid fate of mshing Rome. 
Unconquer'd Cato, Tirtuous in extreme : 
And thou, unhappy Brutus, kind of heart* 
Whose steady arm, by awful virtue urg'd. 
Lifted the Roman steel against thy friend. 
Thousands besides the tribute of a verse 
Demand ; but who can count the stars of heaven t 

* Marcus Junius Brutui. 
t Ueguluji. 
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Who sing tfaieir infliMnce on this lower world f 

Behold, who yonder comes I in sober state. 
Fair, mild, and strong, as is a Temal sun : 
'Tis Phoebns self, or else the Mantnaa cwnn! 
Great Homer too aiipeara, of daiing wing. 
Parent of song ; and eqoal, by his side. 
The British Muse ; joinM hand in hand they walk. 
Darkling, fall up the middle steep to fame. 
Nor absent are those shades, whose skilful touch 
Pathetic drew th' impassion'd heart, and chann'd 
Transported Athens with the moral scene ; 
Nor those who, tuneful, wak*d th' enchanting lyre. 

First of your kind ! society divine ! 
Still visit thus my nights, for you reserved. 
And mount my soaring soul to thoughts like yours. 
Silence, thou lonely power ! the door be thine; 
See on the hallow'd hour that none intrude, 
Save a few chosen friends, who sometimes deign 
To bless my humble roof, with sense refin'd. 
Learning digested well, exalted faith. 
Unstudied wit, and humour ever gay. 
Or from the Muses' hill will Pope descend. 
To raise the sacred hour, to bid it smile. 
And with the social spirit warm the heart f 
For though not sweeter his own Homer sings* 
Yet is his life the more endearing song. 

Where art thou, Hammond t thou the darling pride. 
The friend and lover of the tuneful throng ! 
Ah why, dear youth, in all the blooming prime 
Of vernal genius, where disclosing fast 
Each active worth, each manly virtue lay. 
Why wert thou ravish'd frmn our hopes so soon t 
What now avails that noble thirst of fame. 
Which stung thy fervent breast t that treasur'd store 
Of knowledge, early gain'df that eager seal 
To serve thy country, glowing in the band 
Of youthful patriots, who sustain her name t 
What now, alas! that life-diffusing charm 
Of sprightly wit? that rapture for the Muse, 
That heart of friendship, and that soul of joy. 
Which bade with softest light thy virtues smile t 
Ah ! only shew'd, to check our fond pursuits. 
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And teach oar bumbled bopea that life it rain I 

Thus in some deep retirement would I paw 
The winter glooms, with friends of pliant sonl. 
Or blithe, or solemn, as the theme intipir'd ; 
With them would ^Marcb, if Nature's boundless frame 
Was call'd, late rising, from the Toid of night. 
Or sprung eternal from th' eternal Mind; 
Its life, its laws, its progress, and its end. 
Hence larger prospects of the beauteous whole 
Would, gradual, open on our opening minds ; 
And each diflhsire harmony unite 
In full perfection, to th' astonish'd eye. 
Then would we try to scan the moral world, 
Which, though to us it seems embroil'd, moves on 
In higher order; fitted and impell'd 
By Wisdom's finest hand, and issuing all 
In general good. The sage historic Muse 
Should next conduct us through the deeps of time : 
Shew us how empire grew, declin'd, and fell. 
In scatter'd states ; what makes the nations smile, 
Improres their soil, and gires them double snns ; 
And why they pine beneath the brightest skies, 
In Nature's richest lap. As thus we talk'd 
Our hearts would bum within us, would inhale 
That portion of dirinity, that ray 
Of purest heaven, which lights the public soul 
Of patriots and of heroes. But if doom'd. 
In powerless humble fortune to repress 
These ardent risings of the kindling soul ; 
Then, even superior to ambition, we 
Would learn the private Tirtues ; how to glide 
Thro' shades and plains, along the smoothest stream 
Of rural life ; or snatch'd away by hope. 
Through the dim spaces of futitrity, 
With earnest eye anticipate those scenes 
Of happiness and wonder; where the mind. 
In endless growth, and infinite ascent. 
Rises from state to state, and world to world. 
But when with these the serious thought is foil'd. 
We, shifting for relief, would play the shapes 
Of fndic fancy ; and incessant form 
Thoee rapid pictures, that assembled train 
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Of fleet ideas, nerer joinM before, 
Whence lively Wit excites to gay sarpriite ; 
Or folly pain ting Humonr, grave himself, 
Galls Laughter forth, deep-shaking every nerve. 

Meantime the village rouses up the fire ; 
While well attested, and as well believ'd, 
Heard solemn, goes the goblin story round ; 
Till superstitinus horror creeps o'er all. 
Or, frequent in the sonnding hall, they wake 
The rural gambol. Rustic mirth goes round, 
The simple joke that takes the shepherd's heart. 
Easily pleas'd ; the long loud laugh, sincere ; 
The kiss, snatched hasty from the sidelong maid. 
On purpose guardless, or pretending sleep : 
The leap, the slap, the haul; and, shook to notes 
Of native music, the respondent dance. 
Thus jocund fleets with them the winter-night. 

The city swarms intense. The public haunt. 
Pull of each theme, and warm with mix'd discourse. 
Hums indistinct. The sons of riot flow 
Down the loose stream of false*enchanted joy 
To swift destruction. On the rankled soul 
The gaming fury falls ; and in one gulf 
Of total ruin, honour, virtue, peace. 
Friends, families, and fortune, headlong sink. 
Up springs the dance along the lighted dome, 
Mix'd, and envolv'd, a thousand sprightly ways. 
The glittering court effuses every pomp ; 
The circle deepens ; beam'd from gaudy robes. 
Tapers, and sparkling gems, and radiant eyes, 
A soft efTolgence o*er the palace waves : 
WhUe, a gay insect in his summer-shine. 
The fop, light-fluttering, spreads his mealy wings. 

Dread o'er the scene the ghost of Hamlet stalks; 
Othello rages ; poor Monimia monmn ; 
And Belvidera pours her soul in love. 
Terror alarms the breast ; the comely tear 
Steals o'er the cheek : or else the comic Muse 
Holds to the world a picture of itself. 
And raises sly the half impartial laugh. 
Sometimes she lifts her strain, and paints the scenes 
Of beauteous life ; whatever can deck mankind. 
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Or charm the heart» in geoeroos Bevil<^ shew'd. 

thou, whose wisdom, solid yet refin'd. 
Whose patriot virtues, and consummate skill 
To touch the finer springs that move the world, 
Join'd to whate'er the Graces can bestow. 
And all Apollo's animating fire, 
Give thee, with pleasing dignity, to shine 
At once the guardian, ornament, and joy. 
Of polish'd life : permit the rural Muse, 
O Chesterfield, to grace with thee her song ! 
Ere to the shades again she humbly flies. 
Indulge her fond ambition, in thy train 
(For every Muse has in thy train a place). 
To mark the various full-accomplish *d mind : 
To mark that spirit, which, with British scorn 
Rejects th' allurements of corrupted power ; 
That elegant politeness, which excels, 
Even in the judgment of presumptuous France, 
The boasted manners of her shining court ; 
That wit, that native energy of sense. 
The truth of Nature, which, with Attic point. 
And kind weU-temper'd satire, smoothly keen. 
Steals through the soul, and without pain corrects. 
Or, rising thence with yet a brighter flame, 
O let mj hail thee on some glorious day. 
When to the listening senate, ardent, crowd 
Britannia's sons to hear her pleaded cause. 
Then dress'd by thee, more amiably fair. 
Truth the soft robe of mild persuasion wears : 
Thou to assenting reason giv'st again 
Her own enlighten'd thoughts ; caird from the heart, 
Th* obedient passions on thy voice attend ; 
And ev'n reluctant party feels awhile 
Thy gracious power : as throi^gh the varied maze 
Of eloquence, now smooth, now quick, now strong. 
Profound and clear, you roll the copious flood. 

To thy lov'd haunt return, my happy' Muse * 
For now, behold, the joyous winter days. 
Frosty, succeed ; and through the blue serene 
For sight too fine, th' ethereal nitre flies; 



* A character In The Coosdous Lover*. v> riueu b* 
Sir Richard Stt«le. 
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Killing infectioiu damps, and the spent air 

Storing afresh with elemental life. 

Close crowds the shining atmosphere ; and binds 

Our strengthened bodies in its cold embrace* 

Constringent ; feeds, and animates our blood ; 

Refines oar spirits, thnrai^ the new-strong nervts* 

In swifter sallies darting to the brain ; 

Where sits the soul intense, collected, oool. 

Bright as the skies, and as the season keoa. 

All Nature feels the renovating force 

Of Winter, only to die thoughtless eye 

In ruin seen. The fro8t>conoocted glebe 

Draws in abundant vegetable soul. 

And gathers vigour for the coming year. 

A stronger glow sits on the lively cheek 

Of ruddy fire? and lucnlent along 

The purer rivers flow ; their sullen deepe. 

Transparent, open to the shepherd*s gase. 

And roarmur hoarser at the fixing frost. [stores 

What art thou, frost f and whence are thy keen 
Deriv'd, thou secret all-invading power, 
Whom even tb* illusive fluid cannot fly f 
Is not thy potent energy, unseen. 
Myriads of little salts, or hook'd, or sharp'd 
Like double wedges, and difiiu'd immense 
Through water, earth, and ether f Hence at eve 
S teamed eager from the red horizon round> 
With the fierce rage of Winter deep suffe'd 
An icy gale, oft shifting, o*cr the pool 
Breathes a blue film, and in its mid career 
Arrests the bickering stream. The loosen*d ice. 
Let down the flood, and half dissolv'd by day. 
Rustles no more ; but to the sedgy bank 
Fast grows, or gathers round the pointed stone* 
A crystal pavement, by the breath of heaven 
Cemented firm.; till, seiz'd from shore to shore. 
The whole imprison*d river growls below. 
Loud rings the frozen earth, and hard reflects 
A double noise ; whUe, at his evening watch. 
The village-dog deters the nightly-thief; 
The heifer lows ; the distant water-fall 
Swells in the breeze; and with the hasty tread 
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Of traveller, the hollow-sounding plain 
Shakes from afur. The full ethereal round. 
Infinite worlds didclosing to the view. 
Shines out intensely keen ; and all one cope 
Of starry glitter glows from pole to pole. 
Prom pole to pole the rigid influence falls, 
Through the still night, incessant, heavy, strong. 
And seizes Nature fast It freezes on ; 
Till mom, late rising o'er the drooping world. 
Lifts her pale eye unjoyous. Then appears 
The various labour of the silent night : 
Prone from the dripping eave, and dumb cascade, 
Whose idle torrents only seem to roar. 
The pendent icicle ; th<v frostwork fair. 
Where transient hues, and fancied figures rise ; 
Wide-spouted o'er the hill, the froasen brook, 
A livid tract, cold-gleaming on the morn ; 
The forest bent beneath the plumy wave; 
And, by the frost refin'd, the whiter snow, 
Incrusted hard, and sounding to the tread 
Of early shepherd, as he pensive seeks 
Hix pining flock, or from the mountain top, 
Pleas'd with the slippery surface, swift descends. 
On blithsome frolics bent, the youthful swains, 
While every work of man is laid at rest. 
Fond o'er the river crowd in various sport 
And revelry dissolv'd; where mixing glad, 
Uappies^of all the train ! the raptur'd boy 
Lashes the whirling top. Or, where the Rhine 
Branch'd out in many a long canal extends, 
From every province swarming, void of care, 
Batavia rushes forth; and as they sweep. 
On sounding skates, a thousand diflferent ways, 
In circling poise, swift as the winds, along, 
The then gay land is maddened all to joy. 
Nor less the northern courts, wide o'er the snow. 
Pour a new pomp. Eager, on rapid sleds. 
Their vigorous youth In bold contention wheel 
The long-resounding course: Meantime, to raise 
The manly strife, with highly blooming charms, 
Plush'd by the season, Scandinavia's dames, 
Or Rnssia's buxom daughters, glow uonnd. 
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Pure, quick, and sportful, is the wholesome day; 
But soon elaps*d. The horizontal son. 
Broad o'er the south, hangs at his utmost noon : 
And, ineffectual, strikes the gelid cliff; 
His asure gloss the mountain still maintains. 
Nor feels the feeble touch. Perhaps the vale 
Relents awhile to the reflected ray ; 
Or from the forest falls the cliuter'd snow. 
Myriads of gems, that in the waving gleam 
Gay twinkle as they scatter. Thick around. 
Thunders the sport of those, who with the gun, 
And dog impatient bounding at the shot. 
Worse than the season, desolate the fields; 
And, addiug to the ruins of the year, 
Distress the footed or the feat'her'd game. 

Bat what is thisf On* Infant Winter sinks. 
Divested of his grandeur, should our eye 
Astonish'd shoot into the frigid zone ; 
Where, for relentless months, continual Night 
Holds o'er the guttering waste her starry reign. 

There, through the prison of unbounded wilds 
Barr'd by the hand of Nature from escape. 
Wide roams the Russian exile. Nought around 
Strikes his sad eye, but deserts lost in snow ; 
And heavy-loaded groves ; and solid floods, 
That stretch, athwart the solitary vast. 
Their icy horrors to the frozen main ; 
And cheerless towns far distant, never bless'^, 
Save when its annual course the caravan 
Bends to the golden coast of rich Cathay,* 
With news of human- kind. Yet there Ufe glows; 
Yet cherish'd there, beneath the shining waste, 
The furry nations harbour : tipt with jet. 
Fair ermines, spotless as the snows they press ; 
Sables, of glossy black; and dark embrowned, 
Or beauteous freak'd with many a mingled hue. 
Thousands besides, the costly pride of courts. 
There, warm together press'd, the trooping deer 
Sleep on the new-fall'n snows ; and, scarce his head 
Rais'd o'er the heapy wreath, the branching elk 
Lies slumbering sullen in the white abyss. 
• Tbe old name for China* 
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The mthlesft hunter wants not doga nor toils, 
Nor with the dread of sounding bow he drives 
The fearful flying race ; with ponderous clubs. 
As weak against the mountain heaps they push 
Their beating breast in vain, and piteous bray. 
He lays t::em quivering on th* ensanguin'd snows. 
And with loud shuut reioicing bears them home. 
There through the piny forest half-absorpt, 
Rough tenant of these shades, the shapeless bear, 
With dangling ice all horrid, stalks forlorn ; 
Slow-paced, and sourer as the storms increase. 
He makes his bed beneath th' inclement drift, 
And, with stem patience, scorning weak complaint. 
Hardens his heart against assailing want. 

Wide o'er the spacious regions of the north. 
That sec Bootes urge bis tardy wain, 
A >>oisterous race, by frosty Gaums* pierc'd. 
Who little pleasure know and fear no pain, 
ProUflr swarm. They once relum'd the flame 
Of lost mankind in polish'd slavery sunk. 
Drove martial horde on horde,t with dreadful sweep 
Resistless rushing o'er the enfeebled south. 
And gave the vanquished world another form. 
Not such the sons of Lapland: wisely they 
Despise th' incessant barbarous trade of war; 
They ask no more than simple Nature gives. 
They love their mountains and e^juy their storms. 
No false desires, no pride-created wants. 
Disturb the peaceful current of their time : 
And through the restless ever-tortnr'd m-aze 
Of pleasure, or ambition, bid it rage. 
Their rein-deer form their riches. These their tents. 
Their robes, their beds, and all their homely wealth 
Supply, their wholesome fare, and cheerful cups. 
ObseqniouH at their call, the docile tribe 
* Yield to the sled their necks, and whirl them swift 
O'er hill and dale, beap'd into one expanse 
Of marbled snow, as far as eye can sweep 
With a blue crust of ice unbounded glaz'd. 
Ry dancing meteors then, that ceaseless shake 

* The north-west wind. 

t The wanderiuRScythianelaBb 
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A waging blaze reflected o'er the heayens, 

And Tivid mooiitf and stars that keener play 

With doubled Instre from the glossy waste. 

Even in the depth of polar night, they find 

A wondroiiH day : enough to light the chase, 

Or guide their daring steps to Finland fairs. 

Wish'd Spring returns ; and, from the hazy soutli 

While dim Aurora slowly moves before. 

The welcome sun, just verging up at first, I 

By small degrees extends the swelling curve ; | 

Till seen at last for gay rejoicing months. 

Still round and round his spiral course be winds ; 

And as he nearly dips his flaming orb. 

Wheels tip again and re-ascends the sky. 

In that glad season, from the lakes aud floods. 

Where pure Niemi's* fairy mountains rise. 

And fring'd with roses Tengliot rolls his stream. 

They draw the copious fry. With these, at eve. 

They cheerful loaded to their tents repair : 

Where, all day long in useful cares employ'd. 

Their kind unblemish'd wives the fire prepare. 

Thrice happy race ! by poverty secur'd 

From legal plunder and rapacious power : 

In whom fell interest never yet has sown 

The seeds of vice : whose spotless swains ne'er knew 

Injurious deed, nor, blasted by the breath 

Of faithless love, their blooming daughters woe. 

Still pressing on beyond Tomea's lake, 
And Hecla flaming through a waste of snow. 
And farthest Greenland, to the pole itself. 
Where, failing gradual, life at length goes out, 
The Muse expands her solitary flight ; 
And, hov»ring o'er the wild stupendous scene. 



• M. de Maupertoli in hte book on the figure of the earth . 




the coontrv call Haltiot, and which they deem to be the guardian 
Bplritsof the mountains. We bad been frighted with storif « of 
beans that haunted this plafe, but law none. It seemed rather 
a place of re«>rt for fairlea and genii, than bears. 

t The same author observea, '1 was »uipriiied 1» weupon the 
banki of this rl»er (the Tenglio) n»e« of at MTely a red as aojr 
tkst are in oar gardens.' 
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Beholds new aeas beneath another sky.* 
Thron'd in his palace of cerulean ice. 
Here Winter holds his nnrejoicing court ; 
And through his airy hall the loud misrule 
Of driving tempest is for ever heard : 
Here the grim tyrant meditates his wrath : 
Here arms his winds with all-subduing frost ; 
Moulds his fierce hail, and treasures up his snows 
With which he now oppresses half the globe. 

Thence winding eastward to the Tartar's coast. 
She sweeps the howling margin of the main ; 
Where undissolving, from the first of time. 
Snows swells on snows amazing to the sky ; 
And icy mountains high on mountains pil'd. 
Seem to the shiyering sailor from afar, 
Shapeless and white, au atmosphere of clouds. 
Projected huge, and horrid o'er the surge, 
Alps frown on Alps, or rushing hideous down, 
As if old Chaos were again retum'd. 
Wide rend the deep, and shake the solid pole. 
Ocean itself no longer can resist 
The binding fury ; but in all its rage 
Of tempest taken by the boundless frost. 
Is many a fathom to the bottom chain'd. 
And bid to roar no more : a bleak expanse, 
Shagg'd o'er with wavy rocks, cheerless and void 
Of every life, that from the dreary months 
Flies conscious southward. Miserable they ! 
Who, here entangled in the gathering ice. 
Take their last look of the descending sun ; 
While, full of death, and fierce with tenfold frost. 
The long, long night, incumbent o'er their heads. 
Falls horrible. Such was the Briton'st fate 
As with first prow (what have not Britons dar'd ?) 
He for the passage sought, attempted since 
So much in vain, and seeming to be shut 
By jealous Nature with eternal bars. 
In these fell regions, in Arzina caught. 
And to the stony deep his idle ship 

* The otber bembpbere. 

fSlr Hugh Wiliougbby. sent by Queen RUza>)«-lh 

ti) diiicuwr ib» north-east purnti^t:. 
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Immediate neal'd, he with his hapleu crew. 
Each full exerted at his sereral task. 
Froze into atataes ; tn the cordage glaed 
The sailor, and the pilot to the helm. 

Hard by these shores, where scarce his freearing 
Rolls the wild Oby, lire the last of men ; [stream 
And half euliyen'd by the distant san. 
That rears and ripens man, as well as plants. 
Here human nature wears its mdest form. 
Deep from the piercing season sunk in caves. 
Here by dull fireM, and with unjoyous cheer. 
They waste the tedious gloom. Immers'd in furs. 
Doze the gross race. Nor sprightly jest, nor song. 
Nor tenderness they know; nor aught of life. 
Beyond the kindred bears that stalk without. 
Till mom at length, her roues drooping all. 
Sheds a long twilight brightening o'er their fields. 
And calls the quivering savage to the chase. 

What cannot active government perform. 
New-moulding man t Wide-stretching from these 
A people savage from remotest time, [shores, 

A huge neglected empire, one vast mind. 
By Heaven inspired, from Gothic darkness call'd. 
Immortal Peter ! first of monarchs ; he 
His stubborn country tam'd, her rocks, her fens. 
Her floods, her seas, her ill-submitting sons; 
And while the fierce barbarian he subdn'd. 
To more exalted soul be rais'd the man. 
Ye shades of ancient heroes, ye who toii'd 
Through long successive ages to build up 
A labouring plan of state, behold at once 
The wonder done ! behold the matchless prince 
Who left his native throne, where reign'd till then 
A mighty shadow of unreal power ; 
Who greatly spurn'd the slothful pomp of coartv; 
And roaming every land and every port. 
His sceptre laid aside, with glorious hand 
Unwearied plying the mechanic tool, 
Gather'd the seeds of trade, of useful arts. 
Of civil wbidnm, and of martial skill, 
Chai^'d with the stores of Europe home be goes ; 
Then cities rise amid th' illumin'd waste : 
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O'er joyless deserts smiles the rural reign ; 
Far-distant flood to flood i« social join'd ; 
Th' astonisb'd Euxine hears the Baltic roar ; 
Proud navies ride on seaa that never foam'd 
With daring keel before ; and armies stretch 
Each way their dazzling files, repressing here 
The frantic Alexander of the north. 
And awing there stem Othman's shrinking sons. 
Sloth flies the land, and ignorance and vice. 
Of old dishonour proad : it glows around. 
Taught by the royal hand that rousM the whole, 
One scene of arts, of arms, of rising trade : 
For what his wisdom plann'd, and power enforc'd. 
More potent still, his great example shew'd. 

Muttering, the winds at eve, with blunted point, 
Blow hollow-blustering from the south. Subdu'd, 
The frost resolves into a trickling thaw. 
Spotted the mountains shine ; loose sleet descends. 
And floods the country round. The rivers swell, 
Of bonds impatient. Sudden from the hills, 
O'er rocks and woods, in broad brown cataracts, 
A thousand snow-fed torrents shoot at once; 
And, where they rush, the wide-reaonnding plain 
Is left one slimy waste. Those sullen seas. 
That wash'd th' ungenial pole, will rest no more 
Beneath the shackles of the mighty north ; 
But, rousing all their waves, resistless heave. 
And, hark ! the lengthening roar continuoui< runs 
Athwart the rifted deep : at once it bursts. 
And piles a thousand mountains to the clouds. 
Ill fares the bark with trembling wretches charg'd 
That, toes'damid the floating fragments, moors 
Beneath the shelter of an icy isle. 
While night overwhelms the sea, and horror looks 
More horrible. Can human force endure 
Th' assembled mischiefs that besiege them round f 
Heart-gnawing hunger, fainting weariness. 
The roar of winds and waves, the crush of ice. 
Now ceasing, now renew'd with louder rage. 
And in dire echoes bellowing round the main. 
More to embroil the deep. Leviathan 
And lus unwieldy train , in dreadful sport, 
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Tempest the loosen'd brine, while thmagh the gloom* 

Far from the bleak inhospitable shore. 

Loading the winds, is heard the hungry howl 

Of famidh'd monsters, there awaiting wrecks. I 

Yet Providence, that ever* waking eye. 

Looks down with pity on the feeble toil 

Of mortals lost to hope, and lights them safe. 

Through all thio dreary labyrinth of fate. 

'Tis done ! dread Winter spreads his iateiit glooms. 
And reigns tremendous o'er the conquer'd year. 
How dead the regetable kingdom lies 1 
How dumb the tuneful ! Horror wide extends 
His desolate domain. Behold, fond man! 
See here thy pictur'd life! Pass some few years. 
Thy flow'ring Spring, thy Summer's ardent strength ; 
Thy sober Autumn fading into age. 
And pale concluding Winter comes at last. 
And shuts the scene. Ah I whither now are fled 
Those dreams of greatness t those unsolid hopes 
Of happinesst those longings after fame t 
Those restless cares t those busy bustling days? 
Those gay-spent festive nights Y those veering thoughts. 
Lost between good and ill, that shar'd thy life ! 
All now are vanished ! Virtue sole stmrives. 
Immortal, neTer-failing friend of man. 
His guide to happiness on high. And see ! 
'Tis cnme, the glorious mom ! the second birth 
Of heaven and earth ! Awakening Nature hears 
The new-creating word, and Htarts to life. 
In every heightened form, from pain and death 
For ever free. The great eternal scheme. 
Involving all, and in a perfect whole 
Uniting, as the prospect wider spreads. 
To reason's eye refin'd clears up apace. 
Ye vainly wise ! ye blind presumptuous ! now, 
Confounded in the dust, adore that Power, 
And Wisdom, oft arraign'd : see now the cause. 
Why unassuming worth in secret liv*d. 
And died neglected : why the good man's share 
In life was gall and bitterness of soul ; 
Why the lone widow and her orphans pin'd 
In starving solitude : while Luxury, 
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In palaces, lay straining her low thought. 
To form anreal wants: why heaTen-bom Truth, 
And Moderation fair, wore the red marks 
Of Superstition's iironrge : why licens'd Pain, 
That cruel spoiler, that emboeom'd foe, 
Embittered all our bliss. Ye good distrest ! 
Ye noble few I who here unbending stand 
Beneath life's pressure, yet bear up awhile. 
And wnat your bounded view, which only saw 
A little part, deem'd evil, is no more : 
The storms of wintry Time will quickly pass. 
And one unbounded Spring encircle aU. 
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TiHESE, as they change. Almighty Father, tbeM 

Are bat the varied God. The rolling year 
I« full of thee. Forth in the pleasing Spring 
Thy beauty walks ; Thy tenderness and love. 
Wide flush the fields ; the softening air is balni ; 
Echo the mountains roand : the forest smiles ; 
And every sense, and every heart is juy. 
Then comes Thy glory in the Summer-months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then Thy sun 
Shoots full perfection through the swelling year: 
And oft Thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks : 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 
By brooks and groves, in hollow-whispering gales. 
Thy bounty shines in Autumn unconfin'd. 
And spreads a common feast for all that lives. 
In Winter, awful Thou ! with clouds and stomui 
Around Thee thrown, temjtest o'er tempest roU'd, 
Majestic darkness I on the whirlwind's wing, 
Riding sublime. Thou bidd'st the world adore, 
And humblest Nature with Thy northern blast. 

Mysterious round ! what skill, what force divine. 
Deep felt, in these appear ! a simple train. 
Yet so delightful mix'd, with such kind art 
Soch beauty and beneficence oombin'd ; 
Shade, unperoeiv'd, so softening into shade; 
And all so forming an harmonious whole ; 
That, as they still succeed, they ravish still. 
But wandering oft, with brute unconscious gaae, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 
That, ever busy, wheels the silent spheres \ 
Works in the secret deep ; shoots, steaming, thence 
The fair profusion that o'erspreads the Spring 
Flings from the sun direct the flaming day ; 
Feeds every creature ; burls the tempest forth ^ 
And, as on earth this grateful change resolves. 
With transport touches all the springs of life. 
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Nature, attend! join, every liring aoal, 
Beneath the spacious te&iple of the sky ; 
In adoration join ; and, ardent, raiae 
One general Mng ! To Him, ye Tocal gales, 
Breathe soft, whose Spirit in your freshness breathes : 
Oh, talk of Him in solitary glooms. 
Where, o'er the rock, the scareely^waving pine 
Pills the brown shade with a religioas awe. 
And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar. 
Who shake th' astonish'd world, lift high to heaven 
Th' impetnoos song, and say from whom you rage. 
His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling rills; 
And let me catch it as I muse along. 
Ye headlong torrents, rapid, and profound.; 
Ye softer floods, that lead the humid mase 
Along the vale ; and thou, migestic main, 
A secret world of wonders in thyself, 
Sound his stupendous praise ; whose greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 
Soft roll your incense, herbs, and fruits, and floweni, 
In mingled clouds to Him ; whose sun exalts. 
Whose breath perfumee yon, and whose pencil paints. 
Ye forests bend, ye harvests wave, to Him ; 
Breathe your still song into the reaper's heart. 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 
Ye that keep watch in heaven, as earth asleep 
Unconscious lies, effuse yonr mildest beams. 
Ye constellations, while your angels strike. 
Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre. 
Great source of day ! best image here below 
Of thy Graator, ever pouring wide. 
From world to world, the' vital ocean round, 
On Nature write with every beam His praise. 
The thunder rolls ! be hosh'd the prostrate world ! 
While cloud to doad returns the solemn hymn. 
Bleat out afresh, ye hills : ye mussy rocks. 
Retain the sound : the broad responsive low. 
Ye valleys, raise ; for die Great Shepherd nsigiM; 
And his unsuffering kingdom yet will come. 
Ye woodlands all, awake : a boundless song 
Burst from the groves ! and when the restless day. 
Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep. 
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SwMtMt of Wrd«l swMt Ptiili—fli, 

Th0 lUteniof thadca, aad te»db tibe ni^t His pniae. 

T« chief, for wboM the wkote omtioa smiles. 

At OBoe the keod, tlie heut. and to^(«e of aU, 

Crowa tlie fieot kymn ! ia swanninc cttiee vast, 

AweiMed mea, to the deep organ joia 

TIm kag-rcaamadiag 'voioe. olt Incakiac dear. 

At aoleBia -panrnm, through the i 

And, aa 9M^ laiagHog flame 

la one aaited ardoar me to 

Or if jam rather ehooae the raral diade, 

Aad fiad a feae m every sacxed grove ; 

There let the •hepherd'k flote, the viigia'e lay. 

Hm piompting aeraph, and the poeCf* lyre. 

Still nag the God of Seaaoos, aa they rcfl. 

For OMy when I forget the darling theme. 

Whether tiie bkMMan blows, the Sornmer-ray 

ftnmwto the plaia, mtpiriag Aotama gleams. 

Or Wiater rises in ^e Macfcening east; 

Be my toagne mate, my fancy paint no more. 

And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat! 

Shonld fate command me to the farthest -vage 
Of the green earth, to distant harbaroos climes, 
Bivers nnkaown to ■ong; where fint the san 
Gilds Indian moantains, or his setting beam 
Flames on di' Atlantic isles ; 'tis noagfat to me : 
Since God is ever present, ever felt. 
In the void waste as in the dty fall; 
And where He Tital breathes there mnst be joy. 
When even at last the soleam hoar shall oomo. 
And wing my mystic flight to fntnre worlds, 
I cbeerfal will obey ; there, with new powos. 
Will rising wonden sing : I cannot go 
Where Unirersal Lore not smiles aroand, 
Snstaining all yon orbs, and all their sans; 
From seeming erll still edocing good. 
And better thence again, and better still. 
In inteite progression. Bat I lose 
Myself in Him, in light ineflbble! 
Come then, ezpresBre Silence, mase His praise. 
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BXPLANATION OP THE OBSOLETE WORDS. 



jirchimage, chief, or 

greatest of magiciaaa 

or enclianten. 
Jpaid, repaid. 
Jppalt affright. 
jtttoeen, between. 
Ajit always. 
BalBt sorrow, troablef 

misfortnue. 
Benept^ named. 
Blazon, painting, 

displaying. 
Breme, cold, raw. 
Carol, to sing songs 

of joy. 
Caurua, the north-east 

wind. 
Certe$t certainly. 
Dan, a word prefixed to 

nameA. 
Dtftlp, skilfolly. 
Depainted, painted. 
Drowti/'head, drowsiness 
Eath, easy 
Eft$oons, immediately» 

often, afterward. 
Eke, also. 
Fafft, fairies. 



Gear, or Geer, fornitaret 

equipage, dreti^. 
Glaive, sword. (Fr.) 
Glee, joy, pleasure. 
JETan, have. 
HiyA^, named, called; and 

sometimes it is used for 

it caUed. See Stanza 

vil. 
Idlest, idleness. 
Imp, child, or ofbpring; 

from the Saxon hnpan, 

to graft or plant. 
Kest, for cast. 
Lad, for led. 
Lad, a piece of land, or 

meadow. 
Libbard, leopard. 
Lig, to lie. 

Losel, loose idle fellow. 
Louting, bowing, bending. 
JJthe, loose, lax. 
Jiell, mingle. 
Moe, more. 
JUoU, to labour. 
Mote, might. 
Muckle, or ModUe,mxuih, 

giwtt. 
62 
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Nathlestf neTertheless. Stoinkt to labour. 

Ne, nor. Smctckt^ aavoared. 

Needments, neoessaries. Thrall, slave. 

Nourding, a child that Transmetv*d, trans- 
is nursed. formed. 

Noyance, harm. Fild, vile. 

PrairAf, coloured, adorned Unkempt (Lat.incomptiu)» 
gaily. unadorned. 

Perdie, (Fr. par Dieu), an fVeen, to think, be of npi- 
old oath. niun. 

Priel^d thro* theforett, Weet, to know, to weet, to 
rode thro' the forest. wit. 

Sear, dry, burnt up. Whilom, ere-while, for- 

<6%«en, bright, shioing. merly. 

Sicker, sure, surely, Wight, man. 

Soot, sweet, or sweetly. Wit, for wist, to know. 

Sooth, true, or truth. think, understand. 

Stound, misfortune, pang. fVonne (a noun), dwell- 

^toelfr^, sultry, consuming ing. 

with heat. Wroke, wreakt. 



N. B. Tlte letter Y is frequently placed in the be- 
ginning of a word by Spenser, to lengthen it a sjfU 
table, and en at the end of a word, for the same 
reason, as withonten, casten, &c. 



Ybom, born. Tft^re, together. 

Tblent, or blent, blended, Ymolten, melted. 

mingled. Yode, (preter, tense of 

Ydad, clad. yede), went. 

Ycleped, called, named. 
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CANTO 1. 

The Cutle hifrh of iDdoIence, 

And iu falMi luxury. 
Where, for a little time, aias! 

We lived ri(chtJolilly. 

1. Q MORTAL man I who liveat here by ton, 

Do not complain of this thy hard entate ; 
That like an emmet thou must ever moU, 
Is a sad sentence of an ancient date : 
And, certes, there is for it reason great ; 
For though sometimes it makes thee weep and wail 
And curse thy star, and early drudge, and late, 
Withouten that would come a heavier hale. 
Loose life, unruly passions, and diseases pale. 

2. In lowly dale, fast by a riyer's side, 
With woody bill o'er hill encompass'd round, 
A most enchanting wizard did abide. 

Than whom a fiend more fell is no where found. 

It was, I ween , a lovely spot of ground ; 

And there a season atween June and May, [brown'd. 

Half prankt wich Spring, with Summer half em- 

A lisdess cUimate made, where, sooth to say. 

No living wight could work, ne cared even for play. 

3. Was nought around but images uf rest. 
Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns between. 
And flowery beds that slumb'rous influence kest 
Prom poppies breath'd, and beds of pleasant green. 
Where never yet was creeping creature seen. 
Meantime unnumber'd glittering streamlets play'd. 
And hurled every where their waters sheen, 
That, as they bickered through the sunny glade, 
Tho' restless still themselves, a lulling murmur made 

4. Join'd to the prattle of the purling rills 
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale. 
And flocks loud bleating from the distant hilis, 
And vacant shepherds piping in the dale; 
And now and then sweet Philomel would wail 
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Or gtock-doTes plain amid the forest deep, 
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale ; 
And still a coil the grasshopper did keep ; 
Yet all these sounds yblent inclined all to sleep. 

A. Foil in the passage of the vale, above, 
A sable, silent, solemn , forest stood. 
Where nought but shadowy forms was seen to moye* 
As idless fancy'd in her dreaming mood ; 
And up the hills, on either side, a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro, 
Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood ; 
And where this valley winded out, below, [to flow. 
The murmuring main was heard, and scarcely heard, 

0. A pleasing land of drowsy-head it was. 
Of dreams that wave before the half shut eye 
And of gay castles in the cloud that pass. 
For ever flushing round a summer sky ; 
There eke the soft delights, that vntchingly 
Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast. 
And the calm pleasures, always hover'd nigh ; 
But whate'er smack'd of noyance or unrest 
Was far, far off expelPd from thii* delicious nest. 

7. The landscape such, inspiring perfect ease. 
Where Indolence (for so the wizard hight) 
Close hid his Castle 'mid embowering trees. 
That half shut out the beams of Phoebus bright. 
And made a kind of checkered day and night ; 
Mean while, unceasing at the massy gate. 
Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was plac'd, and to his lute, of cruel fate. 

And labour harsh, complained, lamenting man's estate. 

8. Thither continual pilgrims crowded still. 
From all the roads of earth that pass thereby ; 
For as they chanc'd to breathe on neighb'ring hill. 
The freshness of this valley smote their eye. 

And drew them ever and anon more nigh ; 
Till clustering round th* enchanter false they hung, 
Ymolten with his syren melody. 
While o'er th' enfeebling lute his hand he flung. 
And to the trembling chords these tempting verses 
■ung:— 
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0. ' Behold, ye pilgrims of this earth! behold. 
See all but man with uneam'd plearare gay ; 
See her bright robes the butterfly unfold. 
Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May ! 
What youthful bride can equal her array f 
Who can with her for easy pleasure Tie ? 
From mead to mead with gentle wing to stray. 
From flow'r to flow'r on bahny gales to fly. 
Is all she has to do beneath the radiant sky. 

10. 'Behold the merry minstrels of the mom. 
The swarming songsters of the careless grove, 
Ten thousand throats, that from the flowering thorn. 
Hymn their good Ood, and carol sweet of love. 
Such grateful kindly raptures them emove : 
They neither plough nor sow : ne, fit for flail. 
E'er to the barn the nodden sheaves they drove. 
Yet theirs each harvest dancing in the gale. 
Whatever crowns the hill, or smiles along the vale. 

II. ' Outcast of Nature, man ! the wretched thrall 
Of bitter dropping sweat, of sweltry pain, 
Of cares that eat away thy heart with gall, 
And of the rices an inhuman train , 
That all proceed from savage thirst of gain ; 
For when hard-hearted interest first began 
To poison earth, Astrsea left the plain ; 
Guile, violence, and murder, seiz*d on man. 
And for soft milky streams, with blood the rivers ran 

IS. ' Come ye I who still the cumb'rous load of life 
Push hard up hill, but as the farthest steep 
You trust to gain, and put an end to strife, 
Down thunders back the stone with mighty sweep, 
And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 
For ever vain ; come, and withouten fee, 
I in oblivion will your sorrows steep. 
Your cares, your toils ; will steep you in a sea 
Of full delight ; O come, ye weary wights ! to me. 

13. ' With me you need not rise at early dawn, 
To pass the joyless day in various stounds ; 
Or, luuting low, on upstart fortune fawn. 
And sell fair honour for some paltry pounds ; 
Or through the city take your dirty rounds. 
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To cheat, and dun, and lie, and Tisit pay, 
Now flattering base, now giving secret wnunds ; 
Or prowl in courts of law for human prey. 
In renal senate thieve, or rob on broad highway. 

14. * No cocks, with me, to rustic labour call. 
Prom Tillage on to village sounding clear ; 

To tardy swain no shrill-roic'd matrons squall; 
No dugs, no babes, no wives, to stun your ear ; 
No hammers thump ; no horrid blacksmidi sear. 
Ne noisy tradesmen your sweet slumbers start 
With sounds that are a misery to hear ; 
Bat all is calm, as would delight the heart 
Of Sybarite of old, all nature, and all art. 

15. ' Here nought but candour reigns, indulgent 

Good natur'd lounging, sauntering up and down ; 

They who are pleased themselves must always please; 

On other's ways they never squint a frown. 

Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town ; 

Thus, from the source of tender indolence. 

With milky blood the heart is OTerflown, 

Is snoth'd and sweeten 'd by the social sense ; 

Por intere9t,envy,pride,and strife,are banish'd hence. 

16 ' What, what is virtue, but repose of mind, 
A pure ethereal calm, that knows no storm. 
Above the reach of wild ambition's wind, 
Above those passions that this world deform. 
And torture man, a proud malignant worm f 
But here, instead, nnft gales of passion play. 
And gently stir the heart, thereby to form 
A quicker sense of joy ; as breezes stray [U^J* 

Across th' enliven'd skies, and make them still more 

17. * The best of men have ever lov*d repose; 
They hate to mingle in the filthy fray, 
Where the soul sow'ra, and gradual rancoar grows; 
Etnbitter'd more from peevish day to day 
Even those whom Pame has lent her fairest ray. 
The most renown'd of worthy wights of yore. 
From a base world at last have stol'n away; 
So Scipio, to the soft Cumeean shore. 
Retiring, tasted joy he never knew before. 
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18. ' Bat if a little exercise yon choose. 
Some TCflt for ease, 'tis not forbidden here : 
Amid the groves you may indulge the Muse, 
Or tend the blooms, and deck the vernal year ; 
Or, softly stealing, with your watry gear. 
Along the brooks, the crimson-spotted fry 
Yon may delude ; the whilst, amus'd yon hear 
Now the hoarse stream, and now the zephyr's sigh. 
Attuned to the birds' and woodland's melody. 

19. ' O grievous folly ! to heap up estate. 
Losing the days you see beneath the sun ; 
When, sudden comes, blind unrelenting Pate, 
And gives th' untasted portion you have won. 
With ruthless toil, and many a wretch undone. 
To those who mock you gone to Pluto's reign. 
There with sad ghosts to pine and shadows dun : 
But sure it in of vanities most vain. 

To toil for what you here untoiling may obtain.* 

20. He ceas'd ; but still their trembling ears retain'dt 
The deep vibrations of his witching song. 

That, by a kind of magic power, constrain'd 

To enter in, pell-mell, the listening throng. 

Heaps pour'd on heaps, and yet they slipt along. 

In silent ease : as when beneath the beam 

Of summer moons, the distant woods among. 

Or by some flood all silver'd with the gleam, 

The soft embodied fays through airy portal stream. 

21. By the smooth demon so it order'd was. 
And here hi? baneful bounty first began ; 

Though some there were who would not farther pass, 

And his alluring baits suspected han. 

The wise distrust the too fair-spoken man. 

Yet through the gate they cast a wishful eye : 

Not to move on, perdie, is all they can ; 

For do their very best they cannot fly. 

But often each way look, and often sorely sigh. 

22. When this the watchful wicked wizard saw. 
With sadden spring he leap'd upon them straight. 
And soon as touched by his unhallow'd paw. 
They found themselves within the cursed gate. 
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Full hard to be repass'd, liko that of Pate. 
Not ttronger were of old the giant crew. 
Who sought to pull high Joto from regal state ; 
Though feeble wretch he seem'd, of sallow hue, 
Gertes, who bides his grasp will that encounter ra«. 

23. From whomsoe'er the villain takes in hand. 
Their joints auknit, their wnews melt apace. 
As lithe they grow as any willow wand. 
And of their vamish'd force remains no trace { 
So when a maiden fair, of modest grace. 
In all her buxom blooming May of charms. 
Is seized in some loseVs hot embrace. 
She waTeth rery weakly as she warms, 
Then, sighing, yields her up to Ioto's delicious harms. 

S4. Wak'd by the crowd* slow from his bench arose 
A comely full-spread porter, swoln with sleep. 
His calm, broad, thoughtless, aspect breath'd repose, 
And in sweet torpor he was plunged deep, 
Ne could himself from ceaseless yawning keep; 
While o'er his eyes the drowsy liquor ran, 
Through which his half wak'd soul would faintly peep. 
Then taking his black staff he call'd his man. 
And rons'd himself as much as rouse himself he can. 

35. The lad leap'd lightly at his master's call ; 
He was, to weet, a little roguish page. 

Save sleep and play who minded nought at all. 
Like most the untaught striplings of his age. 
This boy he kept at hand to disengage 
Garters and buckles, task for him unfit. 
But iU-beooraing his grave personage, 
And which his portly paunch would not permit. 
So the same limber page to all performed it. 

36. Meantime the master porter wide dispUyd 
Great store of caps, of slippers, and of gowns. 
Wherewith he those who enter'd in array'd, 
Loose as tiie breeze that plays along the downs, 
And waves the summer woods when evening frowns. 
O fair undress I best dress ! it checks no vein. 

But ev'ry flowing limb in pleasure drowns. 

And heightens ease with grace. This done, right fain. 

Sir Porter sat him down, and tum'd to sleep again 
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S7. Thiu easy rob*d, they to the fountain sped. 
That in the middle of the court np-threw 
A gtream, hii^-sponting from its liquid bed. 
And falling back again in drizzly dew ; 
There each deep draughts, as deep he thinted, drew. 
It was a fountain of Nepenthe rare, 
Whence, as Dan Homer sings, huge pleasaunccgrew. 
And sweet obliTion of vile earthly care ; [more fair. 
Pair gladsome waking thoughts, and joyous dreams 

98. This rite performed, all inly pleas'd and still, 
Withouten tromp, was proclamation made : 
' Ye sons of Indolence ! do what you will. 
And wander where you list, through hall or glade 
Be no man's pleasure for another staid ! 
Let each as likes him best his hours employ, 
And cnrs'd be he who minds his neighbour's tradel 
Hera dwells kind Ease and unreproring Joy ; 
He little merits bliss who others can annoy/ 

39. Strught of these endless numbers, swarming 
As thick as idle motes in sunny ray, [round, 

Not one eftsoons in view was to be found. 
But eTwry man stroU'd off his own glad way ; 
Wide o'er this ample court's blank area. 
With all the lodges that iSieretD pertain'd 
No living creature could be seen to stray, 
While solitude and perfect silence reign'd. 
So that to think you dreamt you almost wasoonstrain'd. 

30. As when a shepherd of the Hebride isles* 
Plac'd far amid the melancholy main, 
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles. 
Or that aerial beings sometimes deign 
To stand embodied to our senses plain) 
Sees on the naked hill or valley low. 
The whilst in ooean Phoebus dips his wain, 
A vast assembly moving to and fro, 
Then aU at onoe in air dissolves the wondrous 



31. Ye gods of quiet, and of sleep profound ! 
Whose soft .dominion o'er this Castle sways, 
And all the widely-silent places round, 
Porgivn me, if my trembling pen displays 

* On the western coait of Scotland, called the Hebride*. 
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What neyer yet waa song in mortal lays. 
But how shall I attempt such arduous string, 
I who hare spent my nights and nightly days 
In this sonl-deadening place, loose loitering t 
Ah ! how shall I for this nprear my moulted wing f 

32. Gome on, my Muse ! nor stoop to low despair, 
Thon imp of Jove ! tonch'd by celestial fire, 

Thou yet shalt sing of war and actions fair. 

Which the bold sons of Britain will inspire ; 

Of ancient bards thon yet shalt sweep the lyre ; 

Thou yet shalt tread in tragic pall the stage. 

Paint lore's enchandDg woes, the hero's ire, 

The sage's calm, the patriot's noble rage. 

Dashing corruption down through every worthless aga 

33. The doors, that knew no shrill alarming bell. 
No cursed knocker ply'd by villain's hand, 
Self-open'd into halls, where who can tell 

What elegaiice and grandeur wide expand. 

The pride of Turkey and of Persia landf 

Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets spread. 

And couches strctch'd around in seemly band. 

And endless pillows rise to prop the head, 

So that each spacious room was one full-swelling bed. 

84. And every where huge cover'd tables stood. 
With wines high-flavour'd, and rich viands crown'd ; 
Whatever sprightly juice or tasteful food. 
On the green bosom of this earth are found, 
And all old Ocean genders in his round : 
Some hand unseen these silently displayed. 
Even undemanded, by a sigh or sound ; 
You need but wish, and, instantly obey'd, 
Fair rang'd the dishes rose, and thick the glasses play'd 

Sft. Here freedom reign'd without the least alloy : 
Nor gossip's tale, nor ancient maiden's gall. 
Nor saintly spleen, durst murmur at our joy. 
And with envenom'd tongue our pleasures pall. 
For why 7 there was but one great rule for all; 
To wit, that each should work his own desire. 
And eat, drink, study, sleep, as it may fall. 
Or melt the time in love, or wake the l3nre. 
And carol what, unbid, die Muses might inspire. 
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36. The rooms with costly tapestry were hxmg. 
Where was inwoven many a gentle tale, 
Sach as of old the raral poets sung, 
Or of Arcadian or Sicilian Tale ; 
Reclining loyers, in the lonely dale, 
Poor'd forth at large the sweetly-tortor'd heart, 
Or, sighing tender passion, swell'd the gale. 
And taoght charm'd Echo to resound their smart, 
While flocks, woods, streams, around, repose and 
peace impart. 

87. Those pleas'd the most where, by a cunning hand, 
Depainted was the patriarcRal age. 
What time Dan Abram left the Chaldee land. 
And pastur'd on from verdant stage to stage, 
Where fields and fountains fresh could best engage : 
Toil was not then. Of nothing they took heed. 
But with wild beasts the sylvan war to wage, 
And o'er vast plains their herds and flocks to feed : 
Blest sons of Nature they ! true Golden Age indeed ! 

38. Sometimes the peticil, in cool airy halls. 
Bade the gay gloom of vernal landscapes rise, 
Or Autumn's varied shades embrown the walls r 
Now the black tempest strikes th' astonish'd eyes. 
Now down the steep the flashing torrent flies ; 
The trembling sun now plays o'er ocean blue, 
And now rude mountains frown amid the skies : 
Whate*er Lorrain light touch'd with softening hue. 
Or savage Rosa dash'd, or learned Poussin drew. 

39. Each sound, too, here to languishment inclin'd» 
Lnll'd the weak bosom, and induced ease ; 

Aerial music in the warbling wind, 
At distance rising oft, by small degrees. 
Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the trees 
It hung, and breath'd such soul-dissolving airs 
As did, alas ! with soft perdition please : 
Entangled deep in its enchanting snares. 
The listening heart forgot all duties and all caref. 

40. A certain music, never known before, 
Here lull'd the pensive melancholy mind ; 
Full easily obtain'd. Behoves no more. 
But sidelong, to the gently-waving wind. 
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To lay the welUtim'd mstmment redin'df 
Prom which, with airy.flying fingera light, 
Beyond each mortal touch the mo«t refln'd, 
The god of winda drew aounds of deep delight. 
Whence, with joat caoae, the harp of .Alolna* it bight. 

41. Ah me ! what hand can tooch the aCriag to fiaef 
Who np the lofty diapaaon roll 
Sneh aweet, auch sad, aucb aolamn aira divia«. 
Then let them down again info the aonlt 
Now riaing love they fanu'd ; now pl e ati n g dole 
They breath'd, in tender moaiaga, tiiroagh the heart : 
And now a graver aacred atrain they atole, 
Aa when aeraphic handa an hymn impart; 
Wide warbling Natnre all, above the reach of Art. 

4S. Snch the gay aplendonr, the Imrariooa atate, 
Of caliphs old, who on the Tigris' shore. 
In mighty Bagdat, jrapnlona and great. 
Held their bright conrt, where waa of ladies atere. 
And verse, love, music, still the garland wore ; 
When sleep was coy, the bard, in waiting therat 
Gl^eer'd the lone midnight with the Musa's lore.t 
Gompoaing mnaio bade his dreama ba fair. 
And mnaic lent new gladneaa to tha morning air. 

4S. Near the pavQions where we alept atill ran 
Soft-tinkling streama, and dashing waters fell. 
And sobbing breezes sigh'd, and oft began 
(So work'd the wixard) wintry storms to swell. 
As heaven and earth they would together mell : 
At doora and windowa, threat'ning saam'd to call 
The demons erf the tempaat, growling fell. 
Yet the least entrance fraikd they none at aU, 
Whence sweeter grew on sleep, aecnre in massy hall 

44. And hither Morpheus sent his kindest dreama 
Raiaing a world of gayer tinct and grace. 
O'er which were shadowy cast Elysian i^eama. 
That play'd, in waving lights, from plaoe to place, 

* Yhis Is not an loiarinatlon of the Author, there bdngr in fact 
•och au hi«tntroent, called JBotv^t harp, which, when placed 
a^iMi a little ru»hii)g or curraotof alr,produoes the effect here 
described. 

t The Arabian caHpfat had poets among the oAren of their 
conrt, whoM office it was to do wbai is hare mentioned* 
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And flhed a rosMite smile cm Natture*0 face. 
Not Titian'g pencil e'ev could so array. 
So fleece with doads the pare etiiereal space; 
Ke could it e'er soch melting forms display. 
As loose on flowery heds all laagnishingly lay. 

45. No, fair illosionsl artfal phantoms, no ! 
My Muse will not attempt your fairy*land : 
She has no colours that like you can glow. 
To catch your rivid scenes too gross Iter hand. 
But sure it is, was ne'er a subtler band 
Than these same guileful angel-seeming sprigfats, 
Who thus in dreanu. ▼trfvptnons, soft, and bland, 
Puur'd all th* Arabian heaven upon our nights, 
And bless'd ibem eft besides with more refin'd delights. 

40. They were in sooth a most enchanting train, 
E'er feigning virtue ; skilful to unite 
With eTil good, and strew with pleasure pain : 
But for those fiends whom blood and broils delight. 
Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, 
Down, down black gulfs, where sullen waters sleep, 
Or hold him clambering all the fearful night 
On beetling cliifs, or pent in ruins deep, [keep. 

They, till due time shall serve, were bid far hence to 

47. Ye guardian spirits ! to whom man is dear. 
From these foul demons shield the midnigh^ gloom : 
Angels of fancy, and of love ! be near. 
And o'er the blank of sleep diffiue a bloom : 
Evoke the sacred shades of Greece and Rome, 
And let them Tirtue with a look impart ; 
But chief awhile, O ! lend us from &e tomb 
Those long-lost friends for whom in love we smart. 
And fill with pious awe and joy-mixt woe the heart. 

4S. Or are yon sportive f — Bid the mom of youth 
Rise to new light, and beam afresh the days 
Of innocence, simplicity, and truth. 
To cares estrang'd, and manhood's thorny ways. 
What transport, to retrace our boyish plays. 
Our easy bliss, when each dung joy sapply'd. 
The woods, the mountains, and the warbling nuue 
Of the wild brooks 1 — But, fondly wand'iing wide, 
My Mnset resume the task Oiat yet doth thee abide. 
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49. One great amnsement of out hocuehold waw. 
In a huge crystal magic globe to spy. 

Still aa you tum'd it, all things that do pasa. 

Upon this ant-hill earth ! where conatantly 

Of idle busy men the restleiis fry 

Run bnstling to and fro with foolish haste, 

In search of pleasures vain that from them fly. 

Or, which obtain'd, the caitiffs dare not tadte ; 

When nothing i« enjoy'd, can there be greater waste T 

50. Of Vanity the mirror this was call'd. 
Here you a muck- worm of the town might »ee. 
At his dull desk, amid his ledgers stall'd. 

Ate up with carking care and penury. 

Most like to carcass parch'd on gallowstree. 

* A penny sared is a penny got;' 

Firm to this scoundrel maxim keepeth he* 

Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot. 

Till it has quench'd his fire and banished his pot. 

51. Straight from the filth of this low grub, behold! 
Comes fluttering forth a gaudy spendthrift heir, 

AU glossy gay, enamell'd all with gold. 

The silly tenant of the summer air. 

In folly lost, of nothing takes he care; 

Pimps, lawyers, stewards, harlots, flatterers vile. 

And thieying tradesmen, him among them share ; 

His father's ghost from Limbo like, the while. 

Sees this, which more damnation doth upon him pile. 

52. This globe portray'd the race of learned men 
Still at their books, and turning o'er the page 
Backwards and forwards: oft they snatch the pen. 
As if inspir'd, and in a Thespian rage. 

Then write, and blot, as would your ruth engage. 
Why, authors ! all this scrawl and scribbling sore t 
To lose the present, gain the future age. 
Praised to be when you can hear no more, f store t 
And much enrich'd with fame when useless worldly 

53. Then would a splendid city rise to view, 
Wit& carts, and cars, and coaches, roaring all : 
Wide pour'd abroad behold the giddy crew. 
See how they dash along from wall to wall: 
At erery door, hark how they thundering call I 
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Good Lord 1 what can this giddy rout exidte T 
Why, on each other with fell tooth to fall, 
A ceighboor'tf fortune, fame, or peace to blight, 
And make new tiresome parties for the coming night 

54. The puzzling sons of Party next appealed. 
In dark cabals and nightly juntos met, 

And now they whuper'd close, now shrugging rear'd 

Th' important shoulder ; then, as if to get 

New light, their twinkling eyes were inward set. 

No sooner Lucifer* recalls affairs, 

Then forth they Tarions rush in mighty fret : [eares^ 

When, lo I pnsh'd np to power, and crown'd their 

In comes another set, and kioketh them down stairs. 

55. But what most shewed the vanity of life. 
Was to behold the nations all on fire. 

In cruel broils engag'd, and deadly strife ; 
Most Christian kings, inilam'd by black desire* 
With honourable ruffians in their hire. 
Cause war to wage, and blood around to pour : 
Of this sad work when each begins to tire. 
They sit them down just where they were before, 
Till for new scenes of woe peace shall their force restore 

50. To number up the thousands dwelling here. 
An useless were, and, eke, an endless task, 
Prom kings, and those who at the helm appear. 
To gipsies brown in summer glades who bask; 
Yea, many a man, perdie, I could unmask, 
Whose desk and table make a solemn show. 
With tape>ty'd trash, and suits of fools that ask 
For place or pension laid in decent row; 
But these I passen by, with nameless numbers moe. 

57. Of all the gentle tenants of the place* 
There was a man of special grave remark ; 
A certain tender gloom o'er^pread his face. 
Pensive, not sad ; in thought involv'd, not dark; 
As scot this man could sing as morning lark. 
And teach the noblest morals of the heart; 
But these his talents were yburied stark ; 
Of the fine stores he nothing could impart. 
Which or boon Nature gave, or nature-painting Art. 
* The momlBf itar. 
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58. To noontide ■hadm moontment he ran. 
Where purU the brooks with ileep-inTiting somtd. 
Or when Dan Sol to slope his wheels began. 
Amid the broom he bash'd him on the ground. 
Where the wild thyme and camomile are foand 
There would he linger, till the latest ray 

Of light sate trembling on the welkin's bound, 
Then homewards through the twilight shadows stray. 
Sauntering and slow : so had he passed many a day. 

59. Yet not in thoughtless slumber were they patit! 
For oft the heavealy fire, that lay oonceal'd 
Beneath the sleeping embers, mounted fast, 

And all its natire light anew reveal*d ; 

Oft as he travers'd the cerulean field. 

And markt the cloads that droTO before the wind 

Ten thousand glorious systems would he build* 

Ten thousand great ideas fill'd his mind ; 

But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace behind 

00. With him was sometimeB join'd. In silent walk 
(Profoundly silent, for they never spoke). 

One Ayer still, who quite detested talk ; 

Oft stung by spleen, at once away he broke. 

To groTes of pine and broad o'erahadowing oak ; 

There inly thrill'd, hawandev'd all alone, 

And on himself his pensive fury wroke. 

Ne ever utter'd woid» save when first shane [done.* 

The glittering star of eve—* Thankhnaveal the day it 

01. HerelurK'd a wretch who had not crept abruad 
For forty years, ne face of mortal seen ; 

In chamber brooding like a loathly toad. 
And sure his linen was not very clean. 
Through secret loop-holee, that had fwaetie^ been 
Near to his bed, his dinner vile he took; 
Unkempt, and rough, of squalid face and mien. 
Our Castle's shame ! whence from his filthy nook. 
We drove the villain out for fitter lair to look. 

02. One day there chamo'd into tltese halls to rove 
A joyous youth, who took you at first sight; 

Him the wild wave of pleasure hither drove. 
Before the sprightly tempest tossing light : 
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Certes» bs wa»a most ei^aging wight, 
Of social glee, and wit humane though kettij 
Turning the night to day and day to night : 
For him the merry bells had rung, I ween, 
If in this nook of quiet bells had ever been. 

63. But not even pleasure to exioess is good : 
What most elates then sinks the soul as low. 
When 8pving>tide joy fours in with copioua floodi 
The higher stiU th' exuking billows flow. 

The farther back again they flagging go, 
And leave us groTelling on the dreary shore ; 
Taught by this son of Joy we found it so, 
Who, whilst he staid, kept in a gay uproar 
Ourmadden'd Castle all, th* abode of sleep no more. 

64. As when, in prime of June a boroiah'd fly* 
Sprung irom Ae meads, o'er which he sweeps along;^ 
Cheer'd hy the breathing bloom and Tital sky. 
Tunes up amid these airy balls his song. 
Soothing at feftt the gay-reposing throng ; 

And oft he sips their bowl; or nearly drownM, 
He, thence Ttoortnng, driTcs tfielrbeds among, 
And scares tiieir tender deep, with, trump prcfoundy 
Then out again he flies, to wing hia masy round. 

65. Another guest tiiere was, of sense refin'd. 
Who felt each worth, for every worth he had; 
Serene, yet warm ; humane, yet flrst his mind. 
As little touch'd as any man's with bad : 

Him through their inmost walks the Muses lad 
To him the sacred love of Nature lent, 
And sometimes would be make oox valley glad ; 
When as we loaind he would not here be pent. 
To him tbe better sort this friendly message seat : 

66. ' Come, dwell with us, true son of Virtue i oome; 
But if, alas f we cannot thee peiveade * ^ 

To lie content beneath onr peaeeltel d<nDe, 
Ne ever more to quit our quiet 0ade, 
Yet when at hut thy toils, but ill apaid. 
Shall dead thy fire, and damp Its h e a venly wpmtk. 
Thou wilt be glad to seek the rural shade, 
There to indulge the Muse, and Nature mark ; 
Wjd then a lodge tot thee will rear in Hagley park. 

H 
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07. Heie whilom ligg'd th' Esopus* of the ago« 
But caU'd by fame, in sool ypricked deep, 

A nobler pride restored him to the stage. 
And rous'd him like a pant from his sleep* 
Even from his slambers we adrantage reap : 
With double force th' enliven'd scene he wakes, 
Yet quits not Nature's bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum. Now the heart he shakes. 
And now with well-nrg'd sense th' enlighten'd judg* 
ment takes. 

08. A bard here dwelt, more fat than bard beseems, 
t Who, void of envy, guile, and lust of gain. 

On virtue still, and Nature's pleasing themes, 
Pour'd forth his unpremeditated strain : 
The world forsaking with a calm disdain. 
Here langh'd he careless in his easy seat : 
Here quaffd, encircled with the joyous strain. 
Oft moralizing sage ; his ditty sweet 
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. 

09. Full oft by holy feet our ground was trod. 
Of clerks good plenty here you mote espy ; 

A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 

Was one I chiefly mark'd among the fry : 

He had a roguish twinkle in his eye. 

And shone all glittering with ungodly dew, 

If a tight damsel chanc'd to trippen by ; 

Which, when observed, he shrunk into his mew. 

And straight would recollect his piety anew. 

70. Nor be foi^ot a tribe who minded naught 
(Old inmates of the place) but state aflfkirs ; 
They look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thought. 
And on their brow sat every nation's cares. 
The world by them is parcell'd out in shares. 
When in the Hall of Smoke they congress hold, 
And the sage berry sun-burnt Mocha bears 
Has dear'd their inward eye ; then, smok&«nroU*d, 
Their oracles break forth mysterion* as of old. 

• Mr. Qoiu. 

t The rollowing lines of this stanza were written 

by a friend of tlie Anthor. 
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71. Here langnid Beauty kept her pale-fac'd court ; 
Bevies of dainty damea, of high degree* 

From every quarter hither made resort* 

Where, from gross mortal care and business free 

They lay, pour'd nut in ease and luxury : 

Or should they a vain show of work assume, 

Alas! and well-a-day ! what can it be? 

To knot, to twist, to range tlie Temal bloom, 

But far is cast the distaff, spinning wheel and looui. 

72. Their only labour was to kill the time. 
And labour dire it is, and weary woe : 

They sit, they Inll, turn o'er some idle rhyme. 

Then, rising sudden, to the glass they go. 

Or saunter forth, with tottering step and slow: 

This soon too rude an exercise they find ; 

Straight on the couch their limbs again they throw, 

Where hours on hours they sighing lie reclin'd. 

And court the vapoury god soft-breathing in the wind* 

73. Now must I mark the villany we found ; 
But, ah I too late, as shall eftsoons be shewn. 
A place here was, deep, dreary, under ground. 
Where still our inmates, when unpleasing grown, 
Diiteas'd and loathsome, privily were thrown. 

Far from the light of heaven, they languished there, 

Unpity'd, uttering many a bitter groan. 

For of these wretches taken was no care ; 

Fierce fiends and hags of hell their only narsee were. 

74. Alas ! the change! from scenes of joy, and restj 
To this dark den, where Sickness toss'd alway. 
Here Lethargy, with deadly sleep oppress'd, 
Stretch'd on bb back a mighty lubbard, lay 
Heaving his sides, and snoring night and day; 

To stir him from his traunce, it was not eath. 
And his half-open'd eyne he shut straightway ; 
He led, I wot, the softest way to death, [breath. 
And taught withouten pain and strife to yield the 

75. Of limbs enormous, but withal unsound, 
Soft-swoln and pale, here lay the Hydropsy; 
Unwieldy man : with belly monstrous round. 
For ever fed with watery supply ; 
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For ttill he drank, and yet he still was dry. 

And moping here did Hypochondria sit. 

Mother of Spleen, in robes of Tarions dye. 

Who vexed was fell oft with ngly fit, [wit* 

And some her frantic deem'd, and some her deem'd > 

76. A lady proud she was of ancient blood. 
Yet oft her fear, her pride made cronchen low. 
She felt, or fancied, in her flattering mood. 
All the diseases which the Spittles know. 
And sought all physic which the shops bestow. 
And still new leeches and new drugs would try. 
Her humour aver waving to and fro : 

For sometimes she would laugh, and sometimes cry. 
Then sudden wazied wroth, and all she knew not why 

77. Fast by her side a listless maiden pin*d, 
With aching head, and squeamish heart-bumiugs ; 
Pale, bloated, cold, she seem'd to hate mankind. 
Yet lov'd in secret all forbidden things. 

And here Oie Tertian slakes his chilling wings ; 
The sleepless Gout here counts the crowing cocks, 
A wolf now gnaws him, now a serpent stings: 
While Apoplexy cramm'd Intemperance knocks 
Down to the ground at onoe« as butcher lelleth oit. 



CANTO II. 

The Kaisfat of Arta and liidoitrj. 
And h» achi«veineou Tair, 

That by the Castle's overthrow 
Secured sod crowned were. 

1. BscAP'D the Castle of the sire of Sin, 
Ah ! where shall I so fweet a dwelling find f 
For all around, without, and all within. 
Nothing save what delightful was and kind. 
Of goodness savouring and a tender mind, 
E'er rose to view; but now another strain, 
Of doleful note, alas! remains behind : 
I now must sing of pleasure tum'd to pain. 
And of the false enchanter Indolence complain 
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S. Is ihera no patron to protect the If ose. 
And fence for her PaniBMvt' bairen eoilf 
To erery labour its reward Bccraes, 
And they are anno -ef bread "who swink and ineil( 
But a fell tribe th> Aonimn hive despoil, 
As rathleas wasps oft rob the painful bee : 
Thus while the laws not guard that noblest toil, 
Ke for the Muses other meed decree, 
They praised are ahme, and starve right merrily 

S. I care not. Fortune ! what you me deny ; 
You cannot rob me of free Nature's grace ; 
You cannot shut the windows of the sky. 
Through which Aurora shews her brightening faoo. 
Yon cannot bar my constant feet to trace 
The woods and lawns, by living stream at eve ; 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace. 
And I their toys to the great children leave : 
Of fancy, reason, virtue, nought can me bereave. 

4. Come then, my Muse ! and raise a bolder song; 
Come, lig no more upon the bed of sloth, 
Dragging the laay languid line along. 
Fond to begin, but still to finish loath. 
Thy half-writ scrolls all eaten by the moth : 
Arise, and sing that generous imp of fame. 
Who with the sons of Softness nobly wroth, 
To sweep away this human lumber came. 
Or in a chosen few to rouse the slimibering fiame. 

A. In fairy-land there Uv'd a knight of old. 
Of feature stem, Selvaggio well 3rc]ep*d, 
A rough unpoUsh'dman, robust and bold. 
But wondrous poor .* he neither sow*d nor reaped, 
Ne stores in summer for cold winter heap'd : 
In hunting all his days away he wore: 
Now scorch'd by June, now in November steep'd, 
Now piuch'd by biting January sore. 
He still in woods pursu'd the libbard, and the boar. 

0. As he one morning, long before the d^wn, 
Pricked through the forest to dislodge his prey. 
Deep in the winding bosom of a lawn. 
With wood wild-fring'd, he mark'd a taper's ray. 
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That from tiie beating rain, and wintry fray 

Did to a lonely cot his steps decoy; 

There ap to earn the needments of the day» 

He found Dame Poverty, nor fair nor coy ; 

Her he compreas'd, and filVd her with a lusty boy. 

7. Amid the green- wood Rhade this boy was bred. 
And grew at last a Knight of mnckle fame, 

Of active mind and vigorous lustyhed. 

The Knight of Arts and Industry by name. 

Earth was his bed, the boughs his roof did frame 

He knew no beverage but the flowing stream ; 

His tasteful well-eam'd food the sylvan game, 

Or the, brown fruit with which the woodlands teem: 

The same to him glad summer or the winter breme : 

8. So pass'd his youthful morning, void of care. 
Wild as the colts that through his commons run. 
For him no tender parents troubled were. 

He of the forest seem'd to be the son. 

And certes had been utterly undone. 

But that Minerva pity of him took, 

With all the gods that love the rural wonne. 

That teach to tame the soil and rule the crook ; 

Ne did the sacred Nine disdain a gentle look. 

0. Of fertile genius him they nnrtur'd well, 
In every science and in every art, 
By which mankind the thoughtless brutes excel. 
That can or use, or joy, or grace, impart. 
Disclosing all the powers of head and heart; 
Ne were the goodly exercises spar'd, 
That brace the nerves, or make the limbs alert. 
And mix elastic force with firmness hard, [par'd. 

Was never knight on ground mote be with him com* 

10. Sometimes, with early room, he mounted gay 
The hunter«steed, exulting o'er the dale. 
And drew the roseate breath of orient day ; 
Sometimes retiring to the secret vale, 
Yclad in steel, and bright with bumishM mail, 
He strained the bow, or toss'd the sounding spear, 
Or darting on the goal, outstripp'd the gale; 
Or wheerd the chariot in its mid-career ; 
Orstrenuous wrestled hard with many a tough compeer. 
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11. At other times he pry'd through Nature's store, 
Whatever she in th' ethereal rouod contains. 
Whatever she hides beneath her verdant floor, 
The vegetable and the mineral reigns ; 
Or else he scann'd the globe, thoMe small domains. 
Where restless mortals soch a turmoil keep, 
Its seas, its floods, its mountains, and its plains ; 
But more he search 'd the mind, and rous'd from sleep 
Those moral seeds whence we heroic actions reap. 

IS. Nor would he scorn to stoop from high pursuits 
Of heavenly Truth, and practise what she taught. 
Vain is the tree of Knowledge without fruits. 
Sometimes in hand the spade or plough he caught. 
Forth-calling all with which boon earth is fraught-. 
Sometimes he ply*d the strong mechanic tool. 
Or rear'd the fabric from the finest draught ; 
And oft he put himself to Neptune's school, 
Fighting with winds and waves on the vext ocean pool. 

13. To solace then these rougher toils, he try'd 
To touch the kindling canvas into life ; 

With Nature his creating pencil vied. 

With Nature, joyous at the mimic strife : 

Or, to such shapes as grac'd Pygmalion's wife. 

He hew'd the marble ; or, with varied fire. 

He rous'd the trumpet and the martial fife : 

Or bade the lute sweet tenderness inspire ; 

Or verses fram'd that well might wake Apollo's lyre. 

14. Accomplish'd thus, he from the woods issu'd. 
Full of great aims, and bent on bold emprize; 
The work which long he in his breast had brew'd 
New to perform he ardent did devue, 

I'o wit, a barbarous world to civilize. 

Earth was till then a boundless forest wild. 

Nought to be seen but savage wood and skies ; 

No cities nonrish'd arts, no culture smil'd. 

No government, no laws, no gentle manners mild. 

15. A rugged wight, the worst of brutes was man; 
On his own wretched kind he, ruthless, prey'd; 
The strongest still the weakest over-ran ; 

In every country mighty robbers sway'd. 
And guile and ruffian force were all their trade. 

• M 
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Life was a scene of rapine, want, and woe, 
Which this brare knight, in noble anger, made 
To swear he would the rascal rout overthrow. 
For by the powers Divine, it should no more be sof 

10. It would exceed the purport of my song, 
To say bow this best sun, from orient climes 
Came beaming life and beauty all along, 
Before him chasing Indolence and crimes. 
Still as he pass'd the nations he sublimes. 
And calls forth arts and virtues with his ray : 
Then Eg3^t, Greece, and Rome, their golden times 
SnecessiTe had ; but now in ruins gray 
They lie, to slavish sloth and tyranny a prey. 

17- To crown his toils. Sir Industry then spread 
The swelling sail, and made for Britain's coast ; 
A sylvan life till then the natives led. 
In the brown shades and green-wood forest lost. 
All careless rambling where it liked them most : 
Their wealth the wild deer bouncing thro' the glade ; 
They lodg'd at large, and liv'd at Nature's cost ; 
Save spear and bow, withouten other aid, 
Yet not the Roman stebl their naked breast dismay'd. 

18. He liked the soil, he liked the clement skie£>, 
He liked the verdant hills and flowery plains. 
Be this my great, my chosen isle (he cries). 
This, whilst my labours Liberty sustains. 
This Queen of Ocean all assault disdains. 
Nor liked he less the genius of the land. 
To freedom apt and persevering pains. 
Mild to obey, and generous to command, [hand. 

Tempered by forming Heaven with kindest, firmest 

10. Here, by degrees, his master-work arose. 
Whatever Arts and Industry can frame ; 
Whatever finish'd Agriculture knows. 
Fair Queen of Arts ! from heaven itself who came 
When Eden flourished in unspotted fame : 
And still with her sweet Innocence we find. 
And tender Peace, and joys without a name, 
That, while they raviiih, tranquillize the mind : 
Nature and Art, at once delight and use combin'd. 
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20. Then towns he qnicken'd by mechanic arts. 
And bade the fervent city glow with toil ; 
Bade social Commerce raise renowned marts. 
Join land to land, and marry soil to soil. 
Unite the poles, and without bloody spoil 
Bring home of either Ind the gorgeous stores; 
Or, should despotic rage the world embroil. 
Bade tyrants tremble on remotest shores, [roars. 
Ttltile o'er th' encircling deep Britannia's thunder 

SI. The drooping Mases then he westward call'd, 
From the fam*d dty* by Propontic sea. 
What time the Turk th' enfeebled Grecian thrall 'd, 
Thence from their cloister'd walks he set them free. 
And brought them to another Castalie, 
Where Isis many a famous noursling breeds ; 
Or where old Cam soft paces o'er the lea 
In pensive mood, and tunes his Doric reeds, [feeds. 
The whilst his flocks at large the lonely shepherd 

22. Yet the fine arts were what he finished least. 
For why? they are the quintessence of all, 

The growth of labouring time, and slow increast ; 

Unless, as seldom chances, it should fall, 

That mighty patrons the coy Sisters call 

Up to the sunshine of uncumber'd ease. 

Where no rude care the mounting thought may thrall. 

And where they nothing have to do but please : 

Ah! gracious God ! thou know'st they ask no other fees. 

23. But now, alas I we live too late in time: 
Our patrons now even grudge that little claim, 
Except to such as sleek the soothing rhyme : 
And yet, forsooth, they wear Meecenas' name, 
Poor sons of puft-up Vanity, not Fame ! 
Unbroken spirits cheer ! still, still remains 
Th' eternal patron. Liberty ! whose flame, 
Whilst she protects, inspires the noblest strains ; 
The best and sweetest far, are toil-created gains. 

24. When as the knight hadfram'd, in Britain land 
A matchless form of glorious government, 

In which the sovereign laws alone command. 
Laws 'stablish'd by the public free consent, 

• CoostantiDople* 
H 2 
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Whose majesty is to the sceptre lent ; 
When this great plan, with each dependant art. 
Was settled firm, and to his heart's content. 
Then sought he from the toilsome scene to part. 
And let life*s Tacant eve breathe quiet thro' the hoart. 

25. For this he chose a farm in Deva's Tale, 
Where his long alleys peep'd upon the main ; 
In this calm seat he drew the healthful gale; 
Here mix'd the chief, the patriot, and the swain. 
The happy monarch of his sylvan train ; 
Here, sided, by the guardian of the fold. 
He walk'd his rounds, and cheer'd his blest domain; 
His days, the days of unstain'd Nature roU'd, 
Replete with peace and joy, like patriarchs of old. 

20. Witness, ye lowing herds, who gave him milk 
Witness, ye flocks! whose woolly vestments far 
Exceed soft India's cotton or her silk ; 
Witness, with Autumn chai^'d, the nodding car, 
That homeward came beneath sweet evening's star. 
Or of September moons the radiance mild : 
O hide thy head, abominable War ! 
Of crimes and ruffian idleness the child : [vild. 

Prom heaven this life ysprung, from hell thy glories 

27. Nor from Lis deep retirement banish'd was 
Th' amusing care of rural Industry ; 

Still, as with grateful change the seasons pass. 

New scenes arise, new landscapes strike the eye. 

And all th' enliven'd country beautify ; 

Gay plains extend where marshes slept before; 

O'er recent meads th' exulting streamlets fly ; 

Dark frowning heat^is grow bright with Ceres* store. 

And woods embrown the steep, or wave along the shore. 

28. As nearer to his farm you made approach. 
He polish 'd Nature with a finer hand: 

Yet on her beauties durst not Art encroach ; 

'TIS Art's alone these beauties to expand. 

In graceful dance immingled o'er the land. 

Pan, Pales, Flora, and Pomona pla^d ; 

Here, too, brisk gales the rude wild common fann'd» 

A happy place ; where free, and unafraid. 

Amid the flowering brakes each coyer creature stray ^« 



CASTLE OP INDOLENCE. 



179 



SO. But in prime vigour what can last for ay f 
That soul-enfeebliDg wizard Indolence, 
I whilom sung, wrought in his works decay ; 
Spread far and wide wbs his cursM influence : 
Of public virtue much he dull'd the iiensa. 
Even much of private ; ate our spirit out. 
And fed our rank luxurious vices : whence 
The land was overlaid with many a lout I 
Not, as old Fame reports, wi8e,generou8,bold,and8tout 

30. A rage of pleasure madden'd every breast ; 
Down to the lowest lees the ferment ran : 

To his licentious wish each must be blest. 

With joy be fever'd, snatch it as he can. 

Thus Vice the standard rear'd ; her arrier-ban 

Corruption call'd, and loud she gave the word, 

' Mind, mind yourselves I why should the vulgar man. 

The lacquey, be more virtuous than his lord f 

Enjoy this span of life ! 'tis all the gods afford.' 

31. The tidings reacli'd to where, in quiet hall, 
The good old Knight enjoy'd well-eam'd repose. 

* Come, come,' Sir Knight ! thy children on thee call : 

Come, save us yet, ere ruin round us dose ! 

The demon Indolence thy toil o'erthrows.' 

On this the noble colour st»In'd his cheeks, 

Indignant, glowing through the whitening snows 

Of venerable eld : his eye full speaks 

His ardent soul, and from his conch at once4ie breaks. 

82. ' I will (he cry'd), so help me, God ! destroy 
That villain Archimage ' His page then straight 
He to him call'd, a fiery-footed boy, 
Renempt Dispatch. * My steed be at the gate ; 
My bard attend ; quick, bring the net of Fate.' 
This net was twisted by the sisters three. 
Which when once cast o'er harden'd wretch, too late 
Repentance comes : replevy cannot be 
From the strong iron grasp of vengeful destiny. 

33. He came, the bard, a little Druid wight. 
Of withered aspect ; but his eye was keen 
With sweetness mix'd. In russet brown bedight, 
As ia his sister* of the copses green, 

* Tbe atslitiocale. 



180 CASTLE OP INDOLENCE. 

He crept along, unpromiaing of mein. 
Gross he who judged 8o. His sonl was fair. 
Bright as the children of yon azure sheen. 
True comeliness, which nothing can impair. 
Dwells in the mind ; all else is vanity and glare. 

34. * Come (quoth the Knight), a voice has reach'd 
The demon Indolence threats overthrow [mine ear: 
To all that to mankind is good and dear : 

Come, PhilomeluM ! let us in«itant go, 

O'er turn his bowers, and lay his castle low. 

Those men, those wretched men ! who will be daves. 

Must drink a bitter wrathful cup of woe ! 

But some there be thy song, as from their graves, 

Shall raise. Thrice happy he! who withoutrigour saves.* 

35. Issuing forth, the Knight bestrode his steed. 
Of ardent bay, and on whose front a star 

Shone blazing bright ; sprang from the generous breed. 

That whirl of active day the rapid car. 

He pranc'd along disdaining gate or bar. 

Meantime the bard on milk-white palfrey rode ; 

An hunettt, sober beast, that did not mar 

His meditations, but full softly trode; 

And much they moraliz'd as thus yfere they yode. 

36. They talk'd of virtue, and of human bliss ; 
What else so fit for man to settle well Y 

And still their long researches met in this, 
This truth of truths, which nothing can refel ; 
' Prom virtue's fount the purest joys out- well. 
Sweet rills of thought that cheer the conscious soul : 
While vice pours forth the troubled streams of bell; 
The which, howe'er disguised, at last with dole 
WUl thro' the tortur'd breast their fiery torrent roll.' 

37. At length it dawn'd, that fatal valley gay. 
O'er which high wood-crown'd hills their summits rear. 
On the cool height awhile our palmers stay. 

And, spite even of themselves, their senses cheer ; 
Then to the wizard's wonne their steps they steer : 
Like a green isle it broad beneath them spread^ 
With gardens round, and wandering currents clear. 
And tufted groves to shade the meadow-bed, 
S weetairs and song ; and without hurry all seem'd glad. 
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38. * Aa God shall judge me, Knightl we mustforgiTe/ 
The half-enraptur'd Philomeliu cry'd, 

' The frail good man, deluded, here to live, 
And in these groves his musing fancy hide. 
Ah ! nought is pure. It cannot be deny'd 
That virtue still some tincture has of vice, 
And vice of virtue. What should then betide. 
But that our charity be not too nice? 
Come, let us those we can to real bliss entice.* 

39. ' Ay, sicker (quoth the Knight), all flesh is frail. 
To pleasant sin and joyous dalliance bent; 

But let not brutish vice of this avail. 

And think to 'scape deserved punishment. 

Justice were cruel weakly to relent; 

From Mercy's self she got her sacred glaive; 

Grace be to those who can and will repent. 

But penance, long and dreary, to the slave. 

Who must in floods of fire his gross foul spirit lave.* 

40. Thus holding high discourse, they came to where 
The cursed carl was at his wonted trade. 

Still tempting heedless men into his snare. 

In witching wise as I before have said : 

But when he saw, in goodly geerarray'd 

The grave majestic Knight approaching nigh. 

And by his side the bard so sage and staid. 

His count'natice fell ; yet oft his anxious eye 

Hark'd them like wily fox who roosted cock doth spy. 

41. Nattiless, with feign'd respect he bade give back 
The rabble rout, and welcomed them full kind; 
Struck with the noble twain they were not slack 
His orders to obey, and fall behind. 

Then he resumed his song, and, uncoufin'd, 
Pour'd all his music, ran through all his strings ; 
With magic dust their eyne he tries to blind. 
And virtue's tender airs o'er weakness flings. 
What pity base his song who so divinely sings I 

42. Elate in thought, he counted them his own. 
They Ibten'd so intent wiUi fix'd delight ; 

But they instead, as if transmew'd to stone, 

MarvelVd he could with such sweet art unite 

The lights and shades of manners, wrong and right. 
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Mean time the silly crowd the charm devour. 
Wide pressing to the gate. Swift on the Knight 
He darted fierce, to drag him to his hower, 
Who back'ning shunned his touch, for well he knew 
its power. 

43. As in throng*d amphitheatre, of old, 
The wary Retiarius* trapp'd his foe. 

Even so the Knight, returning on him bold. 
At once involv'd him in the net of woe. 
Whereof I mention made not long ago. 
Enrag'd at first, he scorn 'd so weak a jail. 
And leapt, and fiew, and flounced to and fro : 
But when he fovnd that nothing could avail. 
He sat him felly down, and gnaw'd his bitter nail. 

44. Alarm'd, the inferior demons of the place 
Rais'd rueful shrieks and hideous yells around, 
Black stormy clouds deform'd the welkin's face. 
And from beneath was heard a wailing sound. 
As of infernal sprites in cavern bound ; 

A solemn sadness every creature strook. 
And lightnings flash'd and horror rock'd the ground : 
Huge crowds on crowds ont-pour'd with blemish'd look 
As if on time's last verge this frame of things had shook. 

45. Soon as tlie short-liv'd tempest was yspent, 
Steam'd from the jaws of vex'd Avemus' bole. 
And hush'd the hubbub of the rabblement. 

Sir Industry the first calm moment stole : 
* There must (he cry'd) amid so vast a shoal. 
Be some who are not tainted at the heart, 
Notpoison'd quite by this same villain's bowl; 
Come then, my bard! thy heavenly fire impart; 
Touch soul with soul, till forth the latent spirit 
start.' 

40. The bard obey'd ; and taking from his side. 
Where it in seemly sort depending hung. 
His British harp, its speaking strings he try'd. 
The which with skilful touch he deftly strung. 
Till tinkling in clear symphony they rung : 
Then as he felt the Muses come along, 

* A gladiator, wlio made uee of a net, nhirb 
he tbrew over bis adveraary. 
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JAcht o'er the chords his raptur'd hand he flung, 
And play'd a prcludft to his rising; song ; 
The whilst, like midnight mute, ten thouiiands roand 
him throng. 

4f . Thus, ardent, burst bis strain : — 
' Ye hapless race ; 

Dire-labouring here to smother Reason's ray, 
That lights oar Maker's image in our face* 
And gives us wide o'er earth unquestion'd sway. 
What is th* ador'd Supreme Perfection, say 1 
What but eternal never-resting soul, 
Almighty power, and all-directing day. 
By whom each atom stirs, the planets roll : 
Who fills, surrounds, informs, and agitates tbe whole? 

18. ' Come, to the beaming God your heart unfold ! 
Draw from its fountain life ! 'Tis thence alone. 
We can excel. Up from unfeeling mold, 
To seraphs burning round th' Almighty's throne. 
Life rising still on life, in higher tone, 
Perfection forms, and with perfection, bliss. 
In universal nature this clear shewn, 
Notneedeth proof; to prove it were, I wis. 
To prove the beauteous world excels the brute abyss. 

40. ' Is not the field, with lively culture green, 
A sight more joyous than the dead morass ? 
Do not die skies, with active ether clean. 
And fann'd by sprightly zephyrs, far surpass 
The foul November fogs, and slumb'rons mass, 
With which sad Nature veils her drooping face t 
Does not the mountain stream, as clear as glass. 
Gay dancing on, the putrid pool disgrace f 
The same in all holds true, but chief in human raoe. 

50. ' It was not by vile loitering in ease, 
That Greece obtain'd the brighter palm of art, 
That soft yet ardent Athens learn'd to please. 
To keen the wit, and to sublime the heart. 
In all supreme ! complete in ev'ry part I 
It was not thence majestic Rome arose. 
And o'er the nations shook her conquering dart ; 
For sluggard's brow the laurel never grows ; 
Renown is not the child of indolent repose. 
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51. * Had unambitioiiii mortals minded noagb 
But in loose joy their time to wear away. 
Had they alone the lap of Dalliance sought, 
Pleas'd on her pillow their dull heads to lay. 
Rude Nature's state had been our state to-day : 
No cities e'er their towery fronts had rais'd. 
No arts had made us opnlent and gay; 
With brother-bmtes the human race had gras'd ; 
None e'er had soar'd to fame, none honoor'd been, 
none prais'd. 

5%. * Great Homer's song had never fir'd the breast 
To thirst of glory and heroic deeds ; 
Sweet Maro's Muse, sunk in inglorious rest. 
Had silent slept amid the Mincian reeds : 
The wits of modem time had told their beads. 
And monkish legends been their only strains ; 
Our Milton's Eden had lain wrapt in weeds, [swains, 
Our Shalupeare stroll'd and langh'd with Warwick 
Ne had my master Spenser charm'd his Mulla's plains. 

53. ' Dumb, too, had been the sage historic Muse, 
And perish'd all the sons of ancient fame ; 
Those starry lights of virtue, that diffuse 
Through the dark depth of time their vivid flame, 
Had all been lost wiUi such as have no name. 
Who then had scom'd his ease for others' goodt 
Who then had toil'd rapacious men to tame? 
Who in the public breach devoted stood. 
And for his country's cause been prodigal of blood % 

M. ' But should to fame your hearts unfeeling be. 
If right I read, yon pleasure all require : 
Then hear bow best may be obtain'd this fee. 
How best enjoy'd tiiis nature's wide desire. 
Toil, and be glad ! let Industry inspire 
Into your quicken'd limbs her buoyant breath 1 
Who does not act is dead ; absorpt entire 
In miry sloth, no pride, no joy he hath : 
O leaden-hearted men, to be in love with death ! 

95. ' Ah ! what avail the largest gifts of Heaven, 
When drooping health and spirits go amiss t 
How tasteless then whatever can be given ! 
Health is the vital principle of bliss. 
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And exercise of health. In proof of thin, 

Behold the wretch who slugs his life away 

Soon 8walIow*d in disease's sad abyss. 

While he whom toil has brac'd, or manly play. 

Has light as air each limb, each thought as clear as day. 

56. * O who uan speak the rigorous joys of health ! 
Unclogg'd the body, unobscur'd the mind ; 
The morning rises gay with pleasing stealth. 
The temperate evening falls serene and kind. 
In health the wiser brutes true gladness find. 
See ! how the younglings frisk along the meadd, 
As May comes on and wakes the balmy wind ; 
Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds ; 
Yet what but high-strung healUi this dancing plea- 
saunce breeds f 

07. * But here, instead, is foster'd every ill. 
Which or distempered minds or bodies know. 
Come then, my kindred spirits; do not spill 
Your talents here. This place is but a show. 
Whose charms delude you to the den of woe : 
Come, follow me, I will direct you right. 
Where Pleasure's roses, void of serpents, grow 
Sincere as sweet : come, follow this good knight. 
And you will bless the day that brought him to your 
sight. 

58. * Some he will lead to courts, and some toe iTU]>ri, 
To senates some, and public sage debates. 
Where by the solemn gleam of midnight-lamps. 
The world is pois'd, and managed mighty states ; 
To high discovery some, that new creates 
The face of earth ; some to the thriving mart ; 
Some to the rural reign and softer fates ; 
To the sweet Muses some, who raise the heart: 
All glory shall be yours, all nature, and all art. 

50. ' There are, I see, who listen to my lay. 
Who wretched sigh for virtue, but despair. 
All may be done (methinks I hear them say). 
Even death despis'd, by generous actions fair; 
All, but for those who to these bowers repair. 
Their every power dissolved in luxury. 
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To quit of torpid sIuggUhneM the lair. 

And from the powerful amu of Sloth get free, 

*T'u rising from the dead — Alas ! — it cannot be I 

00. * Would you then learn to dissipate the band 
Of these huge threatening difficulties dire. 
That in the weak man's way, like lions stand* 
His soul appal, and damp his rising fire f 
Resolve, resoWe, and to be men aspire. 
Exert that noblest pririlege, alone. 
Here to mankind indnlg'd ; control desire ; 
Let godlike Reason from her sovereign throne. 
Speak the commanding word — I will — and it is done. 

61. * Heavens! can yoa then thus waste, inshame- 
Your few important days of trial here ? [fnl wise. 
Heirs of eternity I ybom to rise 
Through endless states of bring, still more near 
To bliss approaching, and perfection clear. 
Can you renounce a fortune so sublime? 
Such glorious hopes, your backward steps to steer. 
And roll, with vilest brutes, through mud and slime t 
No I no ! your heaven-tonch*d hearts disdain the 
sordid crime I' 

0^ * Enough I enough!' they cried. — Straight, from 
The better sort on wings of transport fly : [the crowd, 
As when amid the lifeless summits proud 
Of Alpine cliffs, where to the gelid sky 
Snowa pil'd on snows in wintry torpor lie. 
The rays divine of vernal Phoebus play ; 
Th* awaken'd heaps, in straamlets from on high, 
Rous'd into action, lively leap away, 
Glad- warbling thro' the vales, in their new being gay. 

03. Not less the life, the vivid joy serene. 
That lighted up those new-created men, 
Than that which wings th' exulting spirit dean. 
When, JTut deliver'd from his fleshy den. 
It soaring seeks its native skies agen; 
How light its essence I how nnclogg'd its pow'rs. 
Beyond the blaion of my mortal pen T 
Bv'n so we glad forsook these sinful bowers ; 
£v*n such enraptur'd life — such energy was onra. 
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64. But far tbe greater part, with rage inflam'd, 
Dire-mutter'd curses, and blaspbem'd high Jove, 

' Ye sons of Hate !' they bitterly excl a im'd, 

* What brought you to this seat of peace and love t 

While with kind Nature, here amid the groye. 

We pass'd the barmleM sabbath of our time. 

What to disturb it could, fell men, emove 

Your barbarous hearts ? is happiness a crime T 

Then do the fiends of hell rule in yonheaT'n sublime.' 

65. ' Ye impious wretches r quoth the Knight in 

wrath , 
' Your happiness behold I' — Then straight a wand 
He wHT'd, an anti-magic power that hath, 
Tntth from illusive falsehood to command. 
Sudden the landscape sinks on every hand ; 
The pure quick streams are marshy puddles found 
On baleful heaths the groves all blacken 'd stand; 
And o'er the weedy, foul, abhorred ground, [around. 
Snakes, adders, toads, each loathsome creature crawls 

66. And here and there, on trees by lightning scath'd. 
Unhappy wights who loathed life yhung. 
Or in fresh gore and recent murder bath'd. 
They weltering lay ; or else, infuriate flung 
Into the gloomy wood, while ravens sung 
The funeral dirge, they down the torrent roll'd : 
These, by distemper'd blood to madness stung, [troU'd 
Had duom'd themselves; whence oft, when night con- 
The world, returning hither their sad spirits howl'd. 

67. Meantime a moving scene was open laid ; 
That lazar-house I whilom in my lay 
Depainted have, its horrors deep displayed. 
And gave unnuniber'd wretches to the day. 
Who tossing there in squalid misery lay. 
Soon as of sacred light th' unwonted smile 
Pour'd on these living catacombs its ray. 
Through the drear caverns stretching many a mile. 
The sick uprais'd their heads, and dropp'd their woes 
awhile. 

68. ' O Heav'n !' they cry'd, ' and do we once more see 
Yon blessed sun, and this green earth so fair i 
Are we from noisome damps of pest-house free ? 
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And drink our souls the sweet ethereal airt 
O thou I or Knight or God I who holdest there 
That fiend, oh ! keep him in eternal chains ! 
But what for ns, the children of Despair, 
Brought to the brink of hell, what hope remains ? 
Repentance does itself but agrarate our pains.' 

00. The genfle Knight, who saw their rueful case. 
Let fall adown his silver beard some tears : 
' Certes (quoth he) it is not ev'n in grace 
T' ondo the past, and eke your broken years. 
Nathless, to nobler worlds Repentance rears. 
With hnmble hope, her eye ; to her is given 
A power the truly contrite heart that cheers ; 
She quells the brand by which the rocks are riven ; 
She more than merely softens — she rejoices Heaven. 

70. ' Then patient bear the sufferings yon have eam'd. 
And by these sufferings purify the mind : 
Let wisdom be by past misconduct leam'd. 
Or pious die, with penitence resign 'd ; 
And to a life more happy and refin'd. 
Doubt not you shall, new creatures, yet arise. 
Till then, you may expect in me to find 
One who will wipe your sorrow from your eyes. 
One who will soothe your panga, and win you to the 
skies.* 

71 . They silent heard, and pour'd their thanks in tears. 
' For you (resum'd the Knight with sterner tone) 
Whose hard dry hearts th' obdurate demon sean. 
That villain's gifts will cost yon many a groan ; 
In dolorous mansion long yon must bemoan 
His fatal charms, and weep your stains away ; 
Till, soft and pure as infant goodness grown, 
You feel a perfect change ; then who can say [day t' 
What grace may yet shine forth in Heaven's eternal 

72. This said, his powerful wand he wav'd anew; 
Instant a glorious angel train descends. 
The Charities, to wit, of rosy hue. 
Sweet Love their looks a gentle radiance len'iii. 
And with seraphic flame compassion blends. 
At once, delighted, to their charge they fly; 
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When* 1o I a goodly hospital ascencLt, 

In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh, 

That could the sick-bed smooth of that sad company. 

73. It was a worthy edifying sight, 
And gives to human kind peculiar grace, 
To see kind hands attending day and night, 
With tender ministry, from place to place : 
Some prop the head ; some, from the pallid face 
Wipe off the faint cold dews weak nature sheds ; 
Some reach the healing draught ; the whilst, to chase 
The fear supreme, around their soften'd beds 

Some holy man by prayer all opening heaven dispreads- 

74. Attended by a glad acclaiming train 
Of those he rescu'd had from gaping hell. 
Then tum'd the Knight, and to his hall again 
Soft'pacing, sought of Peace the mossy cell ; 
Yet down his cheeks the gems of pity fell. 
To see the helpless wretches that remain'd. 
There left through dells and deserts dire to yell ; 
Amaz'd their looks with pale dismay were stain'd. 
And spreading wide their hands they meek repentance 

feign'd. 

75. But, ah ! tlieir scorned day of grace was past ; 
Por (horrible to tell !) a desert wild 

Before them stretch'd, bare, comfortless, and vast. 
With gibbets, bones, and carcasses defil'd. 
There nor trim field nor lively culture smil'd ; 
Nor waving shade was seen , nor fountain fair ; 
But sands abrupt on sands lay loosely pil'd. 
Thro' which they floundering toil'd with painful care. 
Whilst Phoebus smote them sore,and fir'd the cloudless 
air. 

70. Then, varying to a joyless land of bogs. 
The sadden'd country a gray waste appear'd. 
Where nought but putrid streams and noisome fogs 
Por ever hung on drizzly Auster's beard ; 
Or else the ground by piercing Caums sear'd. 
Was jagg'd with frost, or heap'd with glazed snow ; 
Thro' these extremes a ceaseless round they steer'd, 
By cruel fiends still hurry'd to and fro, [moe. 

Gaunt Beggary, and Scorn, with many hell-hounds 
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77. The first was with base dunghill rags ydad. 
Tainting the gale, in which they fluttered light ; 
Of morbid hue his features sunk, and sad : 
His hollow eyne shook forth a sickly light: 
And o'er hi9 lank jaw-bone, in piteous plight, 
His black rough beard was matted rank and yile ; 
Direful to see I a heart-appalling sight ! 
Meantime foul scurf and blotches him defile. 
And dogs, where'er he went, still barked all the while. 

n. The other was a fell despightfiil fiend ; 
Hell holds none worse in baleful bower below; 
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancour keen'd; 
Of man alike, if good or bad, the foe : 
With nose uptum'd, he always made a show 
As if he smelt some nauseous scent ; his eye 
Was cold, and keen, like blast from Boreal snow. 
And taunts he eastern forth most bitterly. 
Such were the twain that off drove this ungodly firy. 

79. Even so throngh Brentford town, a town of mud, 
A herd of bristly swine is prick'd along. 
The filthy beasts, that never chew the cud. 
Still grunt, and squeak, and siog their troublous song, 
And oft they plunge themselves the mire among ; 
But ay the ruthless driver goads them on, 
And ay of barking dogs the bitter throng 
Makes them renew their nnmelodious moan ; 
Ne ever find they rest from their unresting tone. 
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ON THE DEATH OP MR. THOMSON. 

BT MB. COLLINS. 



The Meoe of the following^ stanzaa Is supposed to 
lie on the Thames, near Ricbmoud, 



IM yonder graTe a Druid lies, 

Where slowly winds the stealing wa^e . 
The year's best sweets shall duteous rise 

To deck, its poet's sylvan grave ! 

In yon deep bed of whispering reeds 
His airy harp shall now be laid, 

That he whose heart in sorrow bleeds 
May love through life the soothing shade. 

Then maids and youths shall linger here. 
And while its sounds at distance swell. 

Shall sadly seem, in pity's ear. 
To hear the woodlaind pilgrim'.^ knell. 

Remembrance oft shaU haunt the shore 
When Thames in snmmer wreaths is drest. 

And oft suspend the dashing oar. 
To bid his gentle spirit rest ! 

And oft as ease and health retire, 

To breesy lawn, or forest deep. 
The friend shall view yon whitening spire. 

And *«uid the yaried landscape weep. 

But fhou 1 who own'st that earthly bed. 
Ah I what will every dirge avail ? 

Our tears, which love and pity shed. 
That mourn beneath the glicUog sail ? 

• N 
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Yet fiyes there one, whose heedless eye 
Shall scorn thy pale shrine glimm'xing nwu t 

With him, sweet bard, may fancy die. 
And joy desert the blooming year. 

But thoa, lorn stream, whose sullen tide 
No sedge-crown'd sisters now attend. 

Now waft me from the green hill's side. 
Whose cold tarf hides the buried friend ! 

And see ! the fairy valleys fade ; 

Don night has veil'd die solemn view ! 
Yet once again, dear parted shade, 

Meek Natore's child, again adieu ! 

The genial meads aasign*d to bless 
Thy life shall monm thy early doom : 

Their hinds, and shepherd-girls, shall drea«> 
With simple hands, thy nural tomb. 

Long, long, thy stone, and pointed clay. 
Shall melt the musing Briton's eyes ! 

O ! vales, and wild woods, shall he say 
In yonder grave your Druid lies ! 



EPITAPH ON MR. THOMSON. 

0th ers to marble may their glory owe, 
And boast those honours Sculpture can bestow;. 
Short lived renown ! that every moment must 
Sink with its emblem, and consume to dust ! 
But Thomson needs no artist to engrave. 
From dumb oblivion no device to save ; 
Such vulgar aids let names inferior ask ; 
Nature for him assumes herself the taiik ; 
The Seasons are his monuments of fame, 
With them to flourish, for from them i% oame> 
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The name of Robert Bloomfield is one, among 
many others, which has acquired lustre amidst the 
obscurity and discouragements of a very humble 
station. Instances of poetical celebrity acquired 
under such circumstances, are more rare than 
those which belong to pursuits of a different cha- 
racter. For twenty, in which we find scientific 
eminence or rank in society obtained by persons 
of obscure birth, we shall rarely see one who has 
risen to notice by a poetical, or purely literary 
genius. Even if the talent be naturally present, 
it is seldom that it can long resist the effects of 
poverty. That delicacy of mind and quick appre- 
hension of the beautiful, in which the poet finds 
his inspiration, require solitude and freedom, or 
they leave him cold and disheartened. The 
troubles of common life, too pressing to be dissi- 
pated by imagination, are not long endured without 
blighting the sensibilities of the heart, or drawing 
away the mind from objects which only give 
delight when calmly and securely enjoyed. Po- 
verty, it is true, neither shuts out the light of 
the sun, nor diminishes the beauty or the glory of 
nature. The birds pour out as sweet a music for 
the ear, and the flowers as rich a radiancy for the 
eye of the beggar, as of the king ; but neither the 
melody of biids nor the beauty of the earth is 
thought of, when we see that the sky is full of 
storms, or we tread a path that wearies and per- 
plexes us. And such is the path of life when 
beset with the anxieties of which we are speaking 

193 



J 



MEMOIR OF 

— ^with those trying and ezhaustine troubles which 
it requires the whole strength of the human heart 
to bear, and which it is sufficient praise for a man 
to endure and perform the duties they create. 
Though tjie mind, therefore, of a poet, when 
fully cultivated and matured, is perhaps more 
capable than others of retaining its vigour under 
many sufferings, it is very rarely that its peculiar 
(][ualitie8 become developed in disadvantageous 
situations, or that its purity and brightness are not 
destroved as soon as felt, by the taint of low and 
worldly associations. Poor Bloomfield was sub- 
jected to this trial of his native strength from his 
earliest youth, but grew up — and lived — and died 
a poet. 

This amiable and admired writer was bom 
December 3, 1766, at Houington, a village near 
Bury in Suffolk. His father, who was a tailor, 
djring about a year after his birth, he was left to 
the sole care of his mother, an excellent woman, 
it appears, who by her prudence and industry 
contnved, out of the profits of a little school, to 
support herself and a family of six children. — 
Kobert had no other education than what she 
could herself give him, if we except the instruction 
he received for two or three monuis at a school at 
Ixworth ; and at eleven years old he was sent as 
a labouring lad to a Mr. Austin, a respectable 
farmer of Sapiston. In this humble station his 
mind became stored with that abundance of rural 
imagery which, feeding his natural love of the 
country, was one day to give an irresistible charm 
to the simple language of the untaught peasant. 

It was not long, however, after his bemg placed 
with Mr. Austm, before it was found that his 
small and delicate frame was ill calculated for 
the laborious occupation to which his service 
called him. It fortunately happened that on* 



mo 



THE AUTHOR 7 

of his brothers, George Bloomfield, had been 
orought up a shoemaker, and was at that time 
living in London. To this young man the affec- 
tionate and anxious mother wrote for advice, as 
to the future disposition of poor Robert, and 
received, in answer to her application, an offer 
from George to take care of him, and teach him 
his business, and from another of her sons a pro- 
mise of finding him in clothes. In consequence 
of this kind assurance from her sons, she set out 
for London, where she arrived with Robert in 
June, 1781, not willing that any one but herself 
should resign him into the hands of his new 
guardian. ' She charged me,' says Mr. Bloomfield. 
' as 1 valued a mother's blessing, to watch ovei 
him, to set a good example before him, and never 
to forget that he had lost his father.' * I have 
him,' continues he, speaking of Robert's appear- 
ance at this time, ' in my mind's eye, a little boy ; 
not bigger than boys generally are at twelve years 
old. When I met him and his mother at the inn, 
he strutted before us, dressed just as he came 
from keeping sheep, pigs, &c. — ^his shoes filled 
full of stumps in the neels. He, looking about 
him, slipped up — his nails were unused to a fiat 
pavement. I remember viewing him as he scam- 
pered up, how small he was. Little thought I that 
that little fatherless boy would be one day known 
and esteemed by the most learned, the most 
respected, the wisest, and the best men of the 
kingdom.' 

The kind-heartedness and simple affection which 
are manifested in these lines, made their amiable 
writer worthy of the chaj^ which Providence 
and an anxious mother assigned him. — On re- 
ceiving Robert under his care, his situation had 
few advantages either for himself or his brother, 
but such as they were, he employe^l them in the 
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best manner he was able, to secure the comfort 
and future provision of the unprotected lad. 
George was, at that time, according to his own 
account, a journeyman, but worked in company 
with several other persons of the same trade, in a 
garret which the party rented at No. 7, Pitcher's- 
court. Bell-alley, Coleman-street. 

Robert, on being made one of the company, 
was employed by them in running for whatever 
they wanted, and was rewarded by the party 
obliged, by being helped over some difficulty in 
the mystery of shoe-making. But the employ- 
ment best adapted to his taste was the reauling 
of the newspaper, which was lent them, when a 
day old, from the public-house, and from the pe- 
rusal of which he seems first to have gained nis 
knowledge of words and phrases. And in this 
again the thoughtful kindness of his brother was 
of considerable use to him. ' He frequently met,' 
says George, ' with words that he was un- 
acquainted with : of this he often complained. 
I one day happened at a book-stall to see a small 
dictionary, which had been very ill-used. I 
bought it for him for four-pence. By the help of 
this ne in a little time could read and comprehend 
the long and beautiful speeches of Burke, Fox, or 
North.' Having thus acquired some knowledge 
of the power of language, he learnt its proper 
pronunciation from attending the lectures of Mr. 
Fawcet, one of the most popular preachers of the 
time ; and from whom also, it is to be hoped, he 
acquired the infinitely greater advantage of 
knowing the nature and value of religion. 

These, however, were not the only sources of 
information which Bx)bert enjoyed. By the good 
sense of his brother and the other workmen, the 
History of England, the British Traveller, and a 
work on Geography, were taken in m numbers, 
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and these he was employed to read while the 
others were occupied with their work. But this 
was not all. George, who appears to have been a 
better informed man than persons of his situation 
usually are, subscribed for the London Magazine, 
a small portion of which was, as is usual, devoted 
to short critiques of new publications. Robert 
was more interested by these than by any other 
part of the contents, except the verses which he 
found in Poet's Comer, and to which he always 
turned, it is said, with eager curiosity. 

The living seed which nature sows in either the 
heart or the mind, wants little warmth to ripen it 
but that which she herself gives ; and were it not 
that passion or misfortune so often blights it in its 
first budding into beauty, the human universe 
would present a glorious harvest, which had only 
required the dews of heaven to bring forth fifty 
and a hundred-fold. Poor Robert, with no other 
advantages than those we have mentioned, went 
on cultivating his mind as well as he was able till 
he was about seventeen, when he made his first 
attempt as a poet, and was so far encouraged as 
to find his verses accepted by the editor of one of 
the public journals. We copy this early attempt 
of the Farmer's Boy. The verses, though very 
simple, were, for a lad in his situation, well worthy 
the attention they received. 

THE 

MILK MAID ; 

OR, THE FIRST OF MAT. 

Hail, Mat I lovely May I huw replenish'd my palls ! 
The young Dawn overspreads the East streak'd 
with gold 1 
My glad heart beats time to the langh of the vales. 
And Colin's voice rings through the woods firom 
the fold. 
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The wood to the mountain submissively bends, 
Whose blue misty summits first glow with the sun i 

See thence a gay train by the wild rill descends 
To join the glad sports :— hark.! the tumult 's begun. 

Be cloudless, ye skies ! — Be my Colin but there, 
Not the dew-spangled bents on the wide level dale 

Nor moming^s first blush, can more lovely appear 
Than his looks, since my wishes I could not conceal. 

Swift down the mad dance^ while blest health prompts 
to move. 
We 11 count joys to come, and exchange vows of 
truth; 
And haply when ag^ cools the transports of love. 
Decry, like good folks, the vain pleasures of youth. 

Our young poet now so rapidly advanced in 
his pursuit of knowledge, that, his brother says, he 
and his companions began to receive instructions 
from him ; but he shortly after removed to another 
lod^g, influenced solely by the kind desire of 
savmg Robert from the distress he felt at the suf- 
ferings of one of the men who had fits. 

About the year 1784, Robert, having never 
been apprenticed, became an object of persecu- 
tion to the company of journeymen shoemakers, 
who threatened nis master and his brother with a 
prosecution, if he was suffered to work any longer 
without indentures. In consequence of this cir- 
cumstance he returned to the country for a short 
time, and was affectionatelv received by his old 
master, Mr. Austin, with whom he remained two 
months, when a Mr. Dudbridge offered to take 
him as an apprentice, and he came back to 
London. Here he continued working at his 
business and relieving his industry by a variety of 
pursuits suited to his gentle disposition ; and among 
others, we find him devoting a part of his leisure 
to music, and becoming, it is said, a good player 
on the violin. 
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George had now left him to himself, and in the 
narrative of the former we find the following pas- 
gage, referring to this period of his brother's life : 
As my bromer Nat had married a Woolwich 
woman, it happened that Robert took a fancy to 
Mary- Anne Church, a comely young woman of 
that town, whose father is a boat-builder in the 
government-yard there. He married, Dec. 12, 
1790. Soon after he married, Robert told mk in 
a letter, that " he had sold his fiddle, and got a 
wife." Like most poor men he got a wife first, 
and had to get household stuflf afterwards. It 
took him some years to get out of ready-furnished 
lodgings. At length by hard working he acquired 
a bed of his own, and hired the room up one pair 
of stairs, at 14, Bell-alley, Coleman-street. The 
landlord kindly gave him leave to sit and work in 
the light garret, two pair of stairs higher.' — * In 
this garret,' continues he, ' amid six or seven other 
worlunen, his active mind employed itself in com- 
posing the Farmer^ Boy.' 

When this beautiful little poem was completed, 
it was shewn, it appears, to several persons for 
their opinion ; but owing to some circumstance or 
the other, most probablj to prejudice, it was 
passed by with neglect, till Mr. Capel Lofft had 
the good taste and the liberality to discover and 
acknowledge its merits. The part which that 
gentleman took in the fortunes of Bloomfield is 
one of the most honourable instances of patron- 
age which occurs in literary history, and will ever 
be a crown of laurel on his memory. 

The exti-aordinary success of the 'Farmei's 
Boy' is well known. In a short time several 
large impressions had been sold off, and the sur- 
prised and gratified writer found himself suddenly 
called into the notorie^ of an admired author. 
• Rural Tales,' and ' Wild Flowers,' shortly fol- 
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lowed luB first (mblicatkHiy and 
equal taawa. In 1821, having made a ^imt 
fome frieadi to the beanlifiil aceneiy of Wales* he 
prodoced the 'Banks of the Wye/ which was 
published the folloiwing year. His last ptorfnctinn 
was ' Hazlewood Hall/ a rural drama, in tfane 
acts, and which was Mily finiilied the same year 
in which he died. 

It is an afficting roncmbrance, dial die r^n- 
tation and comparatiTe aiBnence which poor 
Bloomfield had obtained, w^e of little avail in 
nnootfaing the downward path of his cTOtpnce 
Towards the latter years of his life, hs too great 
liberality to ius lebtires, combined with the a{> 
Mictions of sickness, which p rev ent ed his workings 
involved him in many difficulties, and exhausted 
the resources with which the success of his pub- 
lications had supplied him. But what he lost in 
comfort by his amiable coiuluct to his friends, he 
has gained in the affection with which every be- 
nevolent heart reverences his memory, and adds 
to their admiration of his genius thor sympathy 
with his eood and gentle feelings. 

After having suffered many trials and difficul- 
ties, be left London and removed into Bedford- 
shire, where he died, August 19, 1823, at the age 
of fifty-seven, leaving behind him a name ren- 
dered dear to the lovers of poetry, by the simple 
but deep humanity with which both late and eaiiy 
it was sanctified 
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THE 

FARMER'S BOY, 

SPRING. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Jkvoeationf ^,—Seed time. — Harrowing.— Momine walks.^' 
Milking. — The Dairp. — Suffolk Cheese. — Sprmg coming 
forth,— Sheep fond ef ehangtng.-LauUn at play.— The 
Butcher f ifC, 

I. 

O COMS, blest Spirit ! whatsoe'er thou art. 

Thou rushing warmth that hover'st round my heart, 

Sweet inmate, hail ! thou source of sterling joy. 

That poverty itself cannot destroy. 

Be thou my Muse ; and faithful still to me, 

Retrace the paths of wild obscurity. 

No deeds of arms my humble lines rehearse. 

No Alpine wonders thunder through my verse, 

The roaring cataract, the snow-topt hill. 

Inspiring awe, till breath itself stands still : 

Nature's sublimer scenes ne'er charm'd mine eyes, 

Nor Science led me through the boundless skies ; 

From meaner objects far my raptures flow : 

O point these raptures ! bid my bosom glow ! 

And lead my soul to ecstasies of praise 

For all the blessings of my infant days ! 

Bear me through regions where gay Fancy dwells ; 

But mould to Truth's fair form what Memory tells. 

Live, trifling incidents, and grace my song. 
That to the humblest menial belong : 
To him whose drudgery unheeded goes. 
His joys unreckon'l a« his cares or woes , 
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Though joys and cares in every path are sown, 
And youthful minds have feelings of their ovm, 
Quick springing sorrows, transient as the dew. 
Delights from trifles, trifles ever new. 
Twas thus with Giles : meek, fatherless, and poor; 
Labour his portion, but he felt no more ; 
No stripes, no tyranny his steps pursu'd ; 
His life was constant, cheerful servitude : 
Strange to the world, he wore a bashful look. 
The fields his study. Nature was his book ; 
And, as revolving Seasons changed the scene 
From heat to cold, tempestuous to serene. 
Though every change still varied his employ. 
Yet each new duty brought its share of joy. 

Where noble Grafton spreads his rich domains. 
Round EiLston's watered vade, and slopin? plains, 
Where woods and groves in solemn grandeur rise. 
Where the kite brooding unmolested flies ; 
The woodcock and the painted pheasant race. 
And sculking foxes, destined for the chase ; 
There GUes, untaught, and unrepining, stray 'd 
Thro' eveiy copse, and grove, and winding glade ; 
There his first thoughts to Nature's charms mclin'd. 
That stamps devotion on th' inquiring mind. 
A little farm his generous Master till d, 
Who with peculiar grace his station fill'd ; 
By deeds of hospitality endear'd, 
Serv'd from affection, for his worth rever'd ; 
A happy offspring blest his plenteous board. 
His fields were fruitful, and his barns well stor'd, 
And fourscore ewes he fed, a sturdy team. 
And lowing kine that grazed beside the stream : 
Unceasing industry he kept in view ; 
And never lack'd a job for Giles to do. 

Flid now the sullen murmurs of the North, 
The splendid raiment of the Spring peeps forth ; 
Hot universal green, and the clear sky. 
Delight still more and more the gazing eye. 
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Wide o'er the fields, in rising moisture strong, 
Shoots up the simple flower, or creeps along 
The mellow'd soil ; imbibing fairer hues 
Or sweets from frequent showers and evening dews; 
That summon from the shed the slumb'ring ploughs, 
While health impregnates every breeze that blows. 
No wheels support th^ diving pointed share ; 
No groaning ox is doom'd to labour there ; 
No helpmates teach the docile steed his road 
(Alike unknown the ploughboy and the goad) ; 
But, unassisted through each toilsome day. 
With smiling brow the ploughman cleaves hi& way. 
Draws his fresh parallels, and widening stilly 
Treads slow the heavy dsile, or climbs the hill : 
Strong on the wing his busy followers play. 
Where writhing earth-worms meet th* unwelcome 
Till all is chang'd, and hill and level down [day; 
Assume a livery of sober brown : 
Again disturbed, when Giles with wearying strides 
From ridge to ridge the ponderous harrow guides ; 
His heels deep sinking every step he goes. 
Till dirt usurp the empire of his shoes. 
Welcome green headland ! firm beneath his feet 
Welcome the friendly bank's refreshing seat ; 
There, warm with toil, his panting horses browse 
Their shelt'ring canopy of pendent boughs ; 
Till rest, delicious, chase each transient pain. 
And new-born vigour swell in every vein. 
Hour after hour, and day to day succeeds ; 
TiU every clod and deep-drawn furrow spreads 
To crumbling mould ; a level surface clear, 
And strew'd with com to crown the rising year ; 
And o'er the whole Giles once transverse again. 
In earth's moist bosom buries up the grain. 
The work is done ; no more to man is given ; 
The grateful farmer trusts the rest to Heaven. 
Yet oft with anxious heart he looks around. 
And marks the first green blade that breaks the 
ground ; ^^ 



16 



TH£ FABMER'S BOT. 



In fancy sees his trembling oats uprun, 
His tufted barley yellow with the sun ; 
Sees clouds propitious shed their t*mely store. 
And all his harvest gathered round his door. 
But still unsafe the big swoln grain below, 
A fav'rite morsel with the Rook (1) and Crow ; 
From field to field the flocluincreasing goes ; 
To level crops most formidable foes : 
Their danger well the wary plunderers know, 
And place a watch on some conspicuous bough ; 
Yet oft the sculking gunner by surprise 
Will scatter death amongst them as they rise. 
These, hung in triumph round the spacious field. 
At best will but a short-lived terror yield : 
Nor guards of property (not penal law. 
But haimless riflemen of rags and straw) ; 
Familiarized to these, they boldly rove. 
Nor heed such sentinels that never move. 
Let then your birds lie prostrate on the earth, 
In dying posture, and with wings stretch'd forth ; 
Shift them at eve or mom from place to place, 
And death shall terrify the pilfering race ; 
In the mid air, while circling round and round. 
They call their lifeless comrades from the ground ; 
With quick'ning wing, and notes of loud alarm. 
Warn the whole flock to shun th'impending harm. 
This task had Giles, in fields remote from home : 
Of has he wish'd the rosy morn to come. 
Yet never fam'd was he nor foremost found 
To break the seal of sleep ; his sleep was sound : 
But when at day-break summoned from his bed. 
Light as the lark that carol'd o'er his head. 
His sandy way deep-worn by hasty showers, 
O'er-arch'd with oaks that form'd fantastic bow'n^ 
Waving aloft their tow'ring branches proud. 
In borrow'd tinges from the eastern cloud 
(Whence inspiration, pure as ever flow'd. 
And genuine transport in his bosom glow'd% 
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His own shriU matin joia'd the various notes 

Of Nacure'it music, from a thousand throats : 

The blackbuv^ strove with emulation sweet. 

And echo answer'd from her close retreat ; 

The sporting white-throat, on some twig's end borne. 

Pour d hymns to freedom and the rising morn ; 

Stopt in her song, perchance the starting thrush 

Shook a white shower from the blackthorn bush, 

Where dew-drops thick as early blossoms hung. 

And trembled as the minstrel sweetly sung. 

Across his path, in either grove to hide, 

The timid rabbit scouted by his side ; 

Or bold cock-pheasant stalk'd along the road, 

Whose gold and purple tints alternate glow'd. 

But groves no farther fenc'd the devious way ; 

A wide- extended heath before him lay. 

Where on the grass the stagnant shower had run. 

And shone a mirror to the rising sun 

rrhus doubly seen), lighting a distant wood, \ 

Giving new life to each expanding bud ; 

Effacing quick the dewy foot-marks found, 

Where prowling Reynard trod his nightly round ; 

To shun whose thefbs 'twas Giles's evening care. 

His feather'd victims to suspend in air. 

High on the bough that nodded o er his head. 

And thus each mom to strew the £eld with dead. 

His simple errand done, he homeward hies ; 

Another instantly its place supplies. 

The clattering dairy-maid immers'd in steam. 

Singing and scrubbing midst her milk and cream. 

Bawls out, * Go fetch the cows •• — ' he hears no more. 

For pigs, and ducks, and turkeys, throng the door. 

And sitting hens, for constant war prepar'd ; 

A concert strange to that which late he heard. 

Straight to the meadow then he whistling goes ; 

With well-known hallo calls his lazy cows : 

Down the rich pasture heedlessly they graze. 

Or hear the summon with an idle gaze ; b 

• 
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For well they know the cow-yani yields ao mors 
Its tempting fragrance, nor its wint'iy store. 
Reluctance marks their steps, sedate and slow ; 
The right of conquest all the law they know : 
Subordinate they one by one succeed ; 
And one among them always takes the lead. 
Is ever foremost, wheresoe er they stray ; 
Allow'd precedence, undisputed sway ; 
With jealous pride her station is maintain'd. 
For many a broil that post of honour gain'd. 
At home, the yard affords a grateful scene ; 
For Spring makes e'en a miiy cow-yard clean. 
Thence from its chalky bed behold convey'd 
The rich manure that drenching winter made, 
Which pil'd near home, grows green with many a 
A promis'd nutriment for Autumn's seed, [weed. 
Forth comes the Maid, and like the morning smiles ; 
The Mistress too, and foUow'd close by Giles. 
A friendly tripod forms their humble seat. 
With pails bright scour'd, and delicately sweet. 
Where shadowing elms obstruct the morning ray. 
Begins their work, begins the simple lay ; 
The full-charg'd udder yields its willing streams, 
While Mary sines some lover's amorous dreams ; 
And crouching Gile$ beneath a neighbouring tree 
Tugs o'er his pail, and chants with equal glee. 
Whose hat with tatter'd brim, of nap so bare. 
From the cow's side purloins a coat of hair, 
A mottled ensign of his harmless trade. 
An unambitious, peaceable cockade. 
As unambitious too that cheerful aid 
The mistress yields beside her rosy maid ; 
With joy she views her plenteous reeking store. 
And liearB a brimmer to the dairy door ; 
Her cows dismissed, the luscious mead to roam. 
Till eve again recall them loaded home. 
And now the Dairy claims her choicest care, 
And half her household find employment there : 
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Slow rolls the churn, its load of clogging cream 
At once foregoes its quality and name ; 
From knotty particles first floating wide 
Congealing butter's dash'd from side to side ; 
Streams of new milk thro' flowing coolers stray, 
And snow-white curd abounds, and wholesome 

whey. 
Due north th' unglazed windows, cold and clear. 
For warming sunbeams are unwelcome here. 
Brisk goes the work beneath each busy hand. 
And Giles must trudge, whoever gives command , 
A Gibeonitef that serves them all by turns : 
He drains the pump, from him the faggot bums : 
From him the noisy hogs demand their food ; 
While at his heels run many a chirping brood. 
Or down his path in expectation stand, 
With equal claims upon his strewing hand. 
Thus wastes the morn, till each with pleasure sees 
The bustle o'er, and press'd the new-made cheese. 
Unrivall'd stands thy country Cheese, O Giles f 
Whose very name alone engenders smiles ; 
Whose fame abroad by every tongue is spoke. 
The well-known butt of many a flinty joke, 
That pass like current coin the nation through ; 
And, ah ! experience proves the satire true. 
Provision's grave, thou ever-craving mart, 
Dependant, huge Metropolis ! where Art 
Her pouring thousands stows in breathless rooms, 
'Midst pois^ous smokes and steams, and rattling 

looms; 
Where Grandeur revels in unbounded stores ; 
Restraint, a slighted stranger at their doors ! 
Thou, like a whirlpool, drain'st the countries round, 
Till London market, London price, res(mnd 
Through every town, round every passing load. 
And dairy produce throngs the eastern road : 
Delicious veal, and butter, every hour, 
From Essex lowlands, and the banks of Stour ; 
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And further far, where num'roas herd repose. 
From Orwell's brink, from Weveny, or Uuse. 
Hence Suffolk daiir-wives run mad for cream, 
And leave their milk with nothing but its name : 
Its name derision and reproach pursue, [blue.* 
And strangers tell of 'three-times skimmed sky- 
To cheese converted, what can be its boast 1 
What, but the common virtues of a post ! 
If drought overtake it faster than the knife. 
Most fair it bids for stubborn length of life. 
And, like the oaken shelf whereon 'tis laid, 
Mocks the weak efforts of the bending blade ; 
Or in the hog-trough rests in perfect spite. 
Too big to swallow, and too hard to bite. 
Inglorious victory ! Ye Cheshire meads. 
Or i^evem's flow ry dales, where plenty treads. 
Was your rich milk to suffer wrongs like these» 
Farewell your pride ! farewell renowned cheese ! 
The skimmer dread, whose ravages alone 
Thus turn the mead's sweet nectar into stone. 

Neglected now the early daisy lies : 
Nor thou, pale primrose^ bloom *st the only prize : 
Advancing Spring profusely spreads abroaa 
Flow'rs of all hues, with sweetest fragrance stor*vl ; 
Where'er she treads, Love gladdens every plain. 
Delight on tiptoe bears her lucid train ; 
Sweet Hope with conscious brow before her flies. 
Anticipating wealtii from Summer skies ; 
All Nature feels her renovating sway ; 
The sheep-fed pasture, and the meadow gay ; 
And trees, and shrubs, no longer budding seen, 
Display the new-grown branch of lighter green ; 
On airy downs the shepherd idling lies,. 
And sces.to-morrow in the marbled skies. 
Here then, my soul, thy darling theme pursue. 
For every day was Giles a Shepherd too. 

Small was his charge : no wilds had they to roam ; 
But bright enclosures circling round their home. 
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Nor yellow-blossom'd fiirze, nor stubborn thorn, 
The heath's rough produce, had their fleeces torn ' 
Yet ever roving, ever seeking thee, 
Enchanting spirit, dear Vanety ! 
O happy tenants, prisoners of a day ! 
Releas'd to ease, to pleasure^ and to play ; 
Indulg'd through every field by turns to range, 
And taste them all in one continual change. 
For though luxuriant their grassy food. 
Sheep long confin'd but loathe the present good; 
Bleating around the homeward gate they meet. 
And starve, and pine, with plenty at their feet. 
Loosed from the winding lane, a joyful throng, 
See, o*er yon pasture how they pour along! 
GiUs round their boundaries takes his usual stroll ; 
Sees every pass secured, and fences whole ; 
High fences, proud to charm the gazing eye, 
Where many a nestling first assays 1,0 fly ; 
Where blows the vvoodbine,faintly streak'd with red. 
And rests on every bough its tender head ; 
Round the young ash its twining branches meet, 
Or crown the hawthorn with its odours sweet. 

Say, ye that know, ye who have felt and seen, 
Spring's morning smiles, and soul-enliv*ning green, 
Sa^, did you give the thrilling transport way ? 
Did your eye brighten, when young lambs at play 
Leaped o*er your path with animated pride. 
Or gaz'd in merry clusters by your side 1 
Ye who can smile, to wisdom no disgrace. 
At the arch meaning of a kitten's face ; 
If spotless innocence, and infant mirth. 
Excites to praise, or gives reflection birth ; 
In shades like these pursue your favVite joy, 
Mid'st Nature's revels, sports that never cloy. 

A few begin a short but vigorous race, 
And indolence abash 'd soon flies the place ; 
Thus challeng'd forth, see thither one by one. 
From every side assembling playmates run ; 
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A thoiuaiid wily antics mark their stay, 
A starting crowd impatient of delay. 
Like the fond dove trom fearful prison freed. 
Each seems to say, ' Come, let us try oar speed ;' 
Away they scour, impetuous, ardent, strong. 
The green turf trembling as they bound along ; 
Adown the slope, then up the hillock climb, 
Where every molehill is a bed of thyme ; 
There panting stop ; yet scarcely can refrain $ 
A bird, a leaf, will set them olT again : 
Or, if a gale with strength unusual blow, 
Scatt*ring the wild-briar roses into snow. 
Their little limbs increasing efforts try. 
Like the torn nower the foir assemblage fly. 
Ah, fallen rose ! sad emblem of their doom i 
Frail as thyself, they perish while they bloom ! 
Though unoffendmg innocence may plead. 
Though frantic ewes may mourn the savage deed 
Their sliepheitl comes, a messenger of blood. 
And drives them bleating from their sports and 

food: 
Care loads his brow, and pity wrings his heart. 
For lo, the murd'ring Butcher wKh his cart 
Demands the firstlings of his flock to die, 
And makes a sport of life and liberty ! 
His gay companions Giles beholds no more ; 
Cios d are their eyes, their fleeces drench'd in goie; 
Mor can Compassion, with her softest notes. 
Withhold the knife that plunges through their 

throats. 
Down, indignation! hence, ideas foul! 
Away the shocking image from my soul ! 
Let kindlier visitants attend my way. 
Beneath approaching Sumnurs fervid ray ; 
Nor thankless glooms obtrude, nor cares anaoy^ 
Whilst the sweet theme is vnivermljojf. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Tmmif t9wmjt»^WheiU ripening.— Sparr9U}t.—lnttets,—Tki, 
tkjf-tark.'^ Reaping, 4«. — Harvest-field. Dairv-maiij 4«.— 
Labour* of the iam.-^The gander.— Night ; a tlumder'Storm* 
'-Harvett-home. "R^/leetions, 4rc. 

II. 

1 HE Fabmbr's life displays in every part 

A moral lenon to the sensual heart. 

Though in the lap of plenty, thoughtful still. 

He looks beyond the present ^ood or ill ; 

Nor estimates alone one blessmg's worth, 

From chanseful seasons, or capricious earth ; 

But views the future with the present hours. 

And looks for failures as he looks for showers ; 

For casual as for certain want prepares. 

And round his yard the reeking haystack rears ; 

Or clover, blossom'd lovely to the sight. 

His team's rich store through many a wintry night. 

What tho' abundance round his dwdling spreads. 

Though ever moist his self-improving meads 

Supply his dairy with a copious flood, 

And seem to promise unexoausted food; 

That promise fails, when buried deep in snow. 

And vegetative juices cease to flow. 

For this, his ploueh turns up the destin'd lands^ 

Whence stormy Winter draws its full demands; 

For this, the seed fiiinutely small he sows, 

Whence, sound and sweet, the hardy turnip grows. 

But how unlike to April's closing days ! 

High climbs the Sun* and darts hu powerful rays ; 
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Whitens the fresh-drawn mould, and pierces 

through 
The cumbrous clods that tumble round the plough. 
O'er heaven's bright azure hence with joyful 

eyes 
The farmer sees dark clouds assembling rise ; 
Borne o'er his fields a heavy torrent falls. 
And strikes the earth in hasty driving squalls. 
' Right toelcome doivn, ye precious drops, he cries ; 
But soon, too soon, the partial blessing flies. 
* Boy, bring thy harrows, try how deep the rain 
Has forced its way.* He comes, but comes in vain j 
Dry dust beneath the bubbling surface lurks. 
And mocks his pains the more, the more he works : 
Still midst huge clods he plunges on forlorn, 
That laugh his harrows and the shower to scorn. 
E'en thus the living clod, the stubborn fool 
Resists the stormy lectures of the school. 
Till tried with gentler means, the dunce to please. 
His head imbibes right reason by degrees ; 
As when from eve till morning's wakeful hour. 
Light constant rain, evinces secret pow'r. 
And ere the day resumes its wonted smiles, 
Presents a cheerful easy task for Giles. 
Down with a touch the mellow'd soil is laid, 
And yon tall crop next claims his timely aid ; 
Thither well pleas'd he hies, assured to find 
Wild trackless haunts, and objects to his mind. 

Shot up from broad rank blades that droop below. 
The nodding wmeat-ear forms a graceful bow. 
With milky kernels starting fuU, weighed down. 
Ere yet the sun hath ting'd its head with brown ; 
Whilst thousands in a flock, for ever gay. 
Loud chirping sparrows welcome on the day. 
And from the mazes of the leafy Ibom 
Drop one by one upon the bending com. 
Giles with a pole assails their close retreats. 
And round the giass-grown dewy border beats 
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On either side completely overspread, 
Here branches bena, there corn o'ertops his head. 
Green covert, hail ! for through the varying year 
No hours so sweet, no scene to him so dear. 
Here Wisdom*8 placid eye delighted sees 
His frequent intervals of lonely ease, 
And with one ray his infant soul inspires. 
Just kindling there her never-dying nres. 
Whence solitude derives peculiar charms, 
And heaven-directed thought his bosom warms. 
Just where the parting bough's light shadows play. 
Scarce in the shade, nor in the scorching day. 
Stretched on the tuif he lies, a peopled bed. 
Where swarming insects creep around his head. 
The small dust-colour'd beetle climbs with pain 
O'er the smooth plaintain-leaf, a spacious plain ? 
Thence higher still, by countless steps convey'd. 
He gains Uie summit of a shivering blade. 
And flirts his filmy wings, and looks around. 
Exulting in his distance from the ground. 
The tender speckled moth here dancing seen. 
The vaulting grasshopper of glossy green. 
And all prolific Summer's sporting train. 
Their little lives by various powers sustain. 
But what can unassisted vision do ? 
What, but recoil where most it would pursue ; 
His patient gaze but finish with a sigh. 
When musin? waking speaks the sky-lark nigh ! 
Just starting from the com she cheerly sings. 
And trusts with conscious pride her downy wings j 
Still louder breathes, and m the face of day 
Mounts up, and calls on Giles to mark her way. 
Close to his eyes his hat he instant bends. 
And forms a friendly telescope, that lends 
Just aid enough to dull the glaring light. 
And place the wand'ring bird before h£ sight , 
Yet oft beneath a cloud she sweeps along. 
Lost for awile* yet pours her varied song . 
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He views the spot, and as the cloud moves b^r, 
Agam she stretches up the clear blue sky ; 
Her form, her motion, undistin^ish'd quite, 
Save when she wheels direct from shade to light : 
The fluttering songstress a mere speck became. 
Like fancy's floating bubbles in a dream ; 
He sees her yet, but yielding to repose. 
Unwittingly his jaded eyelids close. 
Delicious sleep ! From sleep who could forbear. 
With no more guilt than Giles, and no more care ? 
Peace o'er his slumbers waves her guardian wing. 
Nor conscience once disturbs him with a sting ; 
He wakes refiresh'd from ev*ry trivial pain. 
And takes his pole and brushes round again. 

Its dark-green hue, its sicklier tints all fail. 
And rip'ning harvest rustles in the gale. 
A glonous sight, if glory dwells below. 
Where Heaven's munincence makes all the show. 
O'er eveiy field and golden prospect found, 
That glacis the ploughman's Sunday moming^s 

round. 
When on some eminence he takes his stand. 
To judge the smiling produce of the land. 
Here vanity slinks back, her head to hide*: 
What is there here to flatter human pride ? 
The tow'ring fabric, or the dome's loud roar, 
And stedfast columns, may astonish more. 
Where the charm'd gazer long delighted stays. 
Yet trac'd but to the architect the praise ; 
Whilst here, the veriest clown that treads the 

sod. 
Without one scruple gives the praise to God ; 
And twofold joys possess his raptur'd mind. 
From gratitude and admiration join'd. 

Here, midst the boldest triumphs of her viwrtk, 
NAtuRK herself invites the reapers forth ; 
Dares the keen sickle from its twelvemonth's rest. 
And gives that ardour which in every breast 
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From infancy to age alike appears. 

When the first sheaf its plumy top uprears. 

No rake takes here what Heaven to all bestows-**- 

Children of want, for you the bounty fiows ! 

And every cottage from the plenteous store. 

Receives a burden nightly at its door. [along: 

Hark ! where the sweeping scythe now rips 
Each sturdy mower emulous and strong ; 
Whose writhing form meridian heat defies. 
Bends o'er his work, and every sinew tries ; 
Prostrates the waving treasure at his feet. 
But spares the rising clover, short and sweet. 
Come, Health! comet JoUityf light-footed, come ; 
Here hold your revels, and make this your heme. 
Each heart awaits and hails you as its own ; 
Each moisten'd brow, that scocns to wear a firown: 
Th' unpeopled dwelling mourns its tenants stray *d ; 
E'en the domestic laughing dairy-maid 
Hies to the field, the general toil to share. 
Meanwhile the Farmer ^uits his elbow-chair. 
His cool brick-floor, his pitcher, and his ease. 
And braves the sultry beams, and gladly se«i 
His gates thrown open, and his team abroad. 
The ready group attendant on his word. 
To turn the swarth, the quivering load to rear, 
Or ply the busy rake, the land to clear. 
Summer's light garb itself now cumbrous grown, 
Eaca his thin doublet in the shade throws down ; 
Where oft the mastiff sculks with half-shut eye. 
And rouses at the stranger passing by ; 
Whilst unrestrained the social converse flows, 
And every breast Love's powerful impulse knows^ 
And rival wits with more than rustic grace 
Confess the presence of a pretty face. 

For, lo! encircled there, the lovely Maid, 
In youth's own bloom and native smiles array'd ; 
Her hat awry, divested of her gown. 
Her creaking stays of leather, stout and brown ;— - 
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Invidious barrier! why art thou so high. 
When the slight covering of her neck slips by, 
I'here half revealing to the eager sight 
Her full, ripe bosom, ezquisiteTy white 1 
In many a local tale of harmless mirth. 
And many a jest of momentary birth. 
She bears a part, and as she stops to speak. 
Strokes back the ringlets from her glowing cheek. 

Now noon gone by, and four declining hours. 
The weary limbs relax their boasted powers ; 
Thirst rages strong, the fainting spirits fail. 
And ask the sov'reign cordial, home-brew'd ale : 
Beneath some sheltering heap of yellow corn 
Rests the hoop'd keg, and friendly cooling horn. 
That mocks alike the goblet's brittle frame. 
Its costlier potions, and its nobler name. 
To Mary first the brimming draught is given 
By toil made welcome as the dews of heaven. 
And never lip that pressed its homely edge 
Had kinder olessings or a heartier pledge. 
Of wholesome viands here a banquet smiles, 
A common cheer for all ; — e'en humble Giles, 
Who joys his trivial services to yield 
Amidst the fragrance of the open field ; 
Oft doom'd in suffocating heat to bear 
The cobweb 'd barn's impure and dusty air ; 
To ride in murky state the panting steed, 
Destin'd aloft th unloaded grain to tread. 
Where, in his path as heaps on heaps are thrown. 
He rears, and plunges the loose mountain down : 
Laborious task ! with what delight when done 
Both horse and rider greet th' unclouded sun ! 

Yet by th' unclouded sun are hourly bred 
The bold assailants that surround thine head. 
Poor patient Ball ! and with insulting wing 
Roar m thine ears, and dart the piercing stmg : 
In thy behalf the crest-virav'd boughs avail 
More than thy short-clipt remnant of a tail, 
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A moving mockery, a useless name, 
A living proof of cruelty and shame. 
Shame to the man, whatever fame he bore, 
Who took from thee what man can ne'er restore. 
Thy weapon of defence, thy chiefest good, 
When swarming flies contending suck thy blood. 
Nor thine alone the suffering, thme the care. 
The fretful Ewe bemoans* an equal share ; 
Tormented into sores, her head she hides. 
Or angry brushes from her new-shorn sides. 
Penn'd m the yard, e'en now at closing day 
Unruly Com with mark'd impatience stay, 
And vainly striving to escape their foes. 
The pail kick down ; a piteous current flows. 

Is t not enough that plagues like these molest ? 
Must still another foe annoy their rest ? 
He comes, the pest and terror of the yard. 
His full-fledg'd progeny's imperious guaid ; 
The Gander ; — spiteful, insolent, and bold. 
At the colt's footlock takes his daring hold : 
There, serpent-like, escapes a dread^l blow ; 
And straight attacks a poor defenceless cow : 
Each booby goose th' unworthy strife enioys. 
And hails his prowess with redoubled noise. 
Then back he stalks, of self-importance full. 
Seizes the shaggy foretop of the bull. 
Till whirl'd aloft he falls ; a timely check. 
Enough to dislocate his worthless neck : 
For lo ! of old, he boasts an honour'd wound ; 
Behold that broken wing that trails the ground ! 
Thus ^ools and bravoes kindred pranks pursue ; 
As savage quite, and oft as fatal too. 
Happy the man that foils an envious elf. 
Using the darts of spleen to serve himself. 
As when by turns the strolling Swine engage 
The utmost efforts of the buUy'^ rage. 
Whose nibbling warfare on the grunter's side 
Is welcome pleasure to his bristly hide 
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Gently he stoops, or stretcbt at ease aloog. 
Enjoys the insults of the gabbling throng, 
That march exulting round his fallen head. 
As human Tictors trample on their dead, [thou ! 

Still Twilight, welcome ! Rest, how sweet art 
Now eve o'erhangsthe western cloud's thick brow: 
The far-stretch'd curtain of retiring light, 
With fiery treasures fraug^ht; that on the sight 
Flash from its bulging sides, where darkness outs. 
In Fancy's eye, a chain of mould'ring tow'rs; 
Or craggy coasts just rising into view. 
Midst jav'lins dire, and darts of ptreaming blue. 

Anon tir'd labourers bless thei* sheltering home 
When Midnight, and the frightful Tempest 

■come. 
The Farmer wakes, and sees with silent dread 
The angry shafts of Heaven gleam round his bod ; 
The bursting cloud reiterated roars. 
Shakes his straw roof, and jars his bolted doors : 
The slow-wing'd storm along the troubled skies 
Spreads- its dark course; the winds begin to rise; 
And fuU-leaPd elms, his dwelling's shade by day. 
With mimic thunder give its fury way : 
Sounds in his chimney top a doleful peal. 
Midst pouring rain, or gusts of rattling hail : 
With tenfold danger low the tempest bends. 
And quick and strong the sulph'rous flame descends: 
The fright'ned mastiff from his kennel flies. 
And cringes at the door with piteous cries — 

Where now's the trifler? where the child of 
pride? 
These are the moments when the heart is tried ! 
Nor lives the man with conscience e'er so clear. 
But feels a solemn, rev^ential fear ; 
Feels too a joy relieve his aching breast. 
When the spent storm hath howl'd itself to rest. 
Still welcome beats the long continued show'r, 
And sleep pfotracted, comes with double pow'r ; 
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Calm dreams of bliss bring on the morning son, 
For every bam is fill'd, and Harvest done.' 

Now, ere sweet Summer bids its long adieu. 
And winds blow keen where late the blossom grew. 
The bustling day and jovial night must come. 
The long accustom'd feast of Harvest-home. 
No blood-6tain*d victory, in story bright, 
Can ^ve the philosophic mind delight; 
No tmimph please while rage and death destroy: 
Reflection sickens at the monstrous joy. 
And where the joy, if rightly understood. 
Like cheerful praise for universal good? 
The soul nor check nor doubtful anguish knows, 
Bat free and pure the grateful current flows. 
Behold the sound oak table's massy frame 
Bestride the kitchen floor! the careful dame 
And gen'rous host invite their friends around, 
While all that clear'd the crop, or tilVd the ground, 
Are guests by right of custom : — old and young ; 
And many a neighbouring yeomen join the throng, 
With artizans that lent their dex'trous aid. 
When o'er each field the flaming sun-beamsplayM. 
Yet Plenty rei^, and from her boundless hoard. 
Though not one jelly trembles on the board. 
Supplies the feast with all that sense can crave ; 
With all that made our great forefathers brave. 
Ere the cloy'd palate countless flavours tried. 
And cooks had Nature's judgment set aside. 
With thanks to Heaven, and tales of rustic lore. 
The mansion echoes when the banquet's o*er ; 
A wider circle spreads, and smiles abound. 
As quick the frothine horn performs its round ; 
Care's mortal foe ; that sprightly joys imparts 
To cheer the frame and elevate their hearts. 
Here, fresh and brown, the hazel's produce lies 
In tempting heaps, and peals of laughter rise. 
And cracklmg- Music, with the frequent Song,. 
Unheeded bear the midnight hour along« 
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Here once a year Distinction low'rs its crest, 
The master, servant, and the merry guest, 
Are equal all ; and round the happy ring 
The reaper's eyes exulting glances tiing, 
And, warm'd with gratitude, he quits his place, 
With sun-burnt hands and ale-enliven*d face, 
Refills the jug his honoured host to tend, 
To serve at once the master and the friend ; 
Proud thus to meet his smiles, to share his tale, 
His nuts, his conversation, and his ale. 

Such were the days — of days long past I sing. 
When Pride gave place to Mirth without a sting ; 
£re tyrant customs strength sufScient bore 
To violate the feelings of the poor ; 
To leave them distanced in the mad'ning race. 
Where'er Refinement shews its hated face : 
Nor causeless hated ; — 'tis the peasant's curse, 
That hourly makes his wretched station worse ; 
(2) DestrojTS life's intercourse ; the social plan 
That rank to rank cements, as man to man : 
Wealth flows around him, fashion lordly reigns : 
Yet poverty is his, and mental pains. 

Methink^ I hear the mourner thus impart 
The stifled murmurs of his wounded heart : 
' Whence comes this change, ungracious, irksome, 

cold? 
Whence the new grandeur that mine eyes behold ? 
The wid ning distance which I daily see 1 
Has Wealth done this? — then Wealth's a foe to 
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Foe to our rights ; that leaves a pow'rful few 

The paths of emulation to pursue : — 

For emulation stoops to us no more : 

The hope of humble industry is o'er ; 

The blameless hope, the cheering sweet presage 

Of future comforts for declining age. 

Can my sons share from this paternal hand 

The profits with the labours of the land 1 
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No ; tho* indulgent Heaven its blessing deigns, 
Where's the small farm to suit my scanty means 1 
Content, the Poet sings, with us resides ; 
In lonely cots like mine the damsel hides ; 
And will he then in raptur'd visions tell 
That sweet Content with Want can ever dwell. 
A barley loaf, 'tis true, my table crowns. 
That fast diminishing in lusty rounds, 
Stops Nature's cravings ; yet her sighs will flow 
From knowing this, — that once it was not so. 
Our annual feast, when Earth her plenty yields, 
When crown'd with boughs the last load quits the 

fields. 
The aspect still of ancient joy puts on , 
The aspect only, with the substance gone : 
The self-same Horn is still al our command. 
But serves none now but the plebeian hand : 
For home-hi'ew*d AU, neglected and debas'd, 
Is quite discarded from the realms of taste. 
Where unaflfected Freedom charm'd the soul. 
The separate table and the costly bowl, 
Cpol as the blast that checks the budding Spring, 
A mockery of gladness round them fling. 
For oft the Farmer, ere his heart approves. 
Yields up the custom which he dearly loves : 
Refinement forces on him like a tide ; 
Bold innovations down its current ride. 
That bear no peace beneath their showy dress. 
Nor add one tittle to his happiness. 
His guests selected ; rank's punctilios known ; 
What trouble waits upon a casual frown ! 
Restraint's foul manacles his pleasures maim ; 
Selected guests selected phrases claim : 
Nor reigns that joy, when hand in hand they join. 
That good old Master felt in shaking mine. 
Heaven bless his memory! bless his houour'd 

name! 
(The poor will speak his lasting worthy fame :^ 

• P 
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To souls €ur-purpos*d strength and guidance givo , 
In nty to us still let goodness live : 
Let labour have its due ! my cot shall be 
From chilling want and guilty murmurs free * 
Let labour have its due ; — then peace is mio«^ 
And never, never shall my heart repine/ 
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jMfMi— 'Aort in tkt «Doc{.<^fflk«a<<«M0fa|'.— Tk« Ckmreh,-» 
ruiagt girU^Tke ma4r girL-^Tke Urd-boy^t hm$^JHaap' 
gointmentsj r^fiections. &e.—EusUm'haU,'-Pox-hiaUktg,'^ 
Wd Tfmiieer.r-^Lomg 9iglU$t-^A welcMM to Winttr^ 

III. 

AoAiN) the yeisr'B deelhu, mkisit 8t(»ins and floods« 
The thundering chase, the yellow fading woods, 
Invite my song ; that fein would boldly teQ 
Of upland coTert», and the echoing dell, 
By tunis lesouwfirig loud, at eve and morn 
The swineherd's huloo, or the huntsman's horn. 
No more the fields with scatter*d grain supply 
TImi restless wandering tenants of the sty ; 
From oak to oak they run with eager haste. 
And wrangling share the first delicious taste 
Of fallen Acoans ; yet but thinly found 
Till the strong gale iMLve shook them to the ground. 
It comes ; and roaring woods obedient waive : 
Their home well pleas'd the joint adventurers leave : 
The trudging sow leads forth her numerous young. 
Playful, and white, and clean, the briars among. 
Till briars and thorns increasing, fence them round, 
Where last year's mouldering leaTes bestrew the 

ground. 
And o'er their heads, loud lash'd by furious squalls. 
Bright from their cups the rattling treasure falls ; 
Hot thirsty food ; whence doubly sweet and cool 
The welcome margin of some rush>grown pool. 
The wild duck's lonely haont, whose jealous e«« 
Guards every point ; who sit* irepar'd to fiy. 
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On the calm bosom of her little lake, 
Too closely screened for ruffian winds to shake ; 
And as the bold intruders press around, 
At once she starts, and rises with a bound 
With bristles rais'd the sudden noise they hear. 
And ludicrously wild, and wing'd with fear. 
The herd decamp with more than swinish speed, 
And snorting dasn thro* sedge, and rush, and reed ; 
Through tangling thickets headlong on they go. 
Then stop, and listen for their fancied foe ; 
The hmdmost stiU the growing panic spreads. 
Repeated fright the first alarm succeeds,. 
Till Folly's wages, wounds and thorns, they reap : 
Yet glorying in their fortunate escape. 
Their groundless terrors by degrees soon cease. 
And Night's dark reign restores their wonted peace. 
For now the gale subsides, and from each bough 
The roosting pheasant's short but frequent crow 
Invites to rest ; and huddling side by side. 
The herd in closest ambush seek to hide ; 
Seek some warm slope with shagged moss 

o'erspread, 
Dry'd leaves tneir copious covering and thdr bed. 
In vain may Gilts, thro' gathering glooms that fall, 
And solemn silence, urG;e his piercing call : 
Whole days and nights they tairy midst theirstore. 
Nor quit the woods till od^s can yield no more. 

Beyond bleak Winter^s ra|[e, beyond the Spring 
That rolling Earth's unvarymg course will bring. 
Who tills the ground looks on with mental eye. 
And sees next Summer's sheaves and cloudlem 
And even now, whilst Nature's beauty dies, [sky ; 
Deposits Seed, and bids new harvests rise ; 
Seed well prepar'd, and warm'd with glowing lime, 
'Gainst earth-bred grubs, and cold, and lapse of 

time : 
For searching frosts and various ills invade. 
Whilst wintry months depress the springing blade» 
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The plough moves heavily, and strong the soil, 
And clogging harrows with augmented toil 
Dive deep : and clinging mixes with the mould 
A fatt'ning treasure from the nightly fold. 
And all the cow-yard's highly vaAi d store, 
That late bestrew'd the blacken'd surface o'er. 
No idling hours are here, when Fancy trims 
Her dancing taper over outstretch'd limbs. 
And in her thousand thousand colours drest. 
Plays round the grassy couch of noontide rest : 
Here Giles for hours of idleness atones 
With strong exertion, and with weary bones, 
And knows no leisure -, till the distant chime 
Of Sabbath bells he hears at sermon time. 
That down the brook sound sweetly in the gale, 
Or strike the rising hill, or skim the dale. 

Nor his alone the sweets of ease to taste : 
Kind rest extends to all ; — save one poor beast. 
That true to time and pace, is doom'd to plod. 
To bring the Pastor to the House of God : 
Mean structure ; where no bones of heroes He I 
The rude inelegance of poverty 
Reigns here alone : else why that roof of straw % 
Those narrow windows with the frequent flaw 1 
O'er whose low cells the dock and mallow spread* 
And rampant nettles lift the spiry head, 
Whilst from the hollows of the tower on high 
The grey-cap'd daws in saucy legions fly. 
Round these low walls assembling neighbours 

meet, 
And tread departed friends beneath their feet ; 
And new-briau^d graves that prompt the secret 

sigh, 
Snew each the spot where he himself must lie. 
Midst timely greetings village news goes round. 
Of crops late shorn, or crops that deck the ground 
Experienced ploughmen in the circle join ; 
While stunly boys, in feats of strength to shine 
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Wilh pride d«te ihsir you&gf ftssMiates brave 
To juoM fipom liDUow<flouiidia^ gmve to ^rave ; 
Th«ii cMte CQBSttking, each his t^nt lends 
To plan fresh sports -when tedious senrioe ends. 
Hither at times, with cfaeeifalneas of soul, [stroU, 
Sweet village Maids from neigl^ucing iuunlets 
That like the Ughtrheei'd does o'er lawns that rove. 
Look shyly cuiioiis ; lip'ning into love ; 
For love's their errand : hence the tints that glow 
On either cheek, an heighten'd lustre know: 
When, conscious of their charms, e!en Age looks 

sly. 
And raptuK .beams from Youth's observant eyt. 

The pride of sueh a party, Nature's pride, 
Was loively Poea ;^ who innocendy tried. 
With hatof airy shape and ribands gay. 
Love to inspire, and stend in Hymen's way ; 
Bat, ere her twentieth euramer could expand, 
Or youth vnas ceader'd happy with her hand, 
Her mind's serenity was lost and gone, 
Her eye grew languid, and she wept alone ; 
Yet causeless seenrd her grief; for quick restrain'd, 
IMQrth folloiir'd loud, or indignation reign'd : 
. Whims wild and wnple led Jber from her home. 
The heath, the eommon, or the fields to roam : 
Terror and joy alternate ml'd her hours ; 
Now blithe she aung, and gather'd useless flow'rs ; 
Now pbick'd a tender twig from every bough. 
To whip the hoviering denims from her bn^v. 
111-fatea Maid! thy guiding spark is fled, 
And lastinff wretchedness awaits thy bed^« 
Thy bed of straw ! for maak, where even now 
O'er their lost child afflicted parents bow ; 
Their woe she knows not, but perversely coy. 
Inverted customs yield her sullen joy ; 
Her midnight meals in secresy she tekes, 
Low muttering to the moon, that rising breacs 

* Mary Rayner, of Izworth Thor^ 
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Through aigfat's dark gloom :-~<>b, how mudi 

m«re forlorn 
Htr night, that koowB of tio returning dawn ! — 
Slow from the threshold, once her ijuant seat, 
O'er the cokl earth she crawU to her retraift ; 
Quitting the cot's warm walls unfaous'd to lie. 
Or share the swine's impure and nanrow sty ; 
The damp night air hershiviering Umbs assails; 
In dreams she nUMins, and fancied ^fiinrongs bewails. 
When morning wakes, none earlier rous'd than 

she. 
When pendent <^ep« lall glitt'ring ffom the tree ; 
But nought ber rayless melancfaaJy cheers, 
Or sootln her ttteast, or stops her streaming teatfi. 
Her matted locks un<^namented flow ; 
Clasping her knees, and waving to and fro ; — 
Her he^ bow'd down, her faded chedu to hiide ;— 
A piteous mourner by the pathway side. 
S<«ie tufted molehill through the livelong day 
She calls her thcrone ; there weeps her liS away ■ 
And oft the saily passing stranger stays 
His well-timxl step, and takes a silent gaze. 
Till sympathetic dtofs unbidden start. 
And pangs qmck spnngiag muster round his heart ; 
And soft he treads with other gazers round, 
And fain would catch her sorrow's plaintive sound : 
One word alone is all that strikes the ear. 
One short, pathetic, simple word,->~OA dear I 
A thousand tines repeated to the wind. 
That wafts the sigh, but leaves the pang behind ! 

For ever of the profier'd parley shy. 
She hears th' unwelcome foot advancing nidi ; 
Nor quite unconscious of her wretched pligfirt, 
Gives one sad look, and hurries out of sight- 
Fair promis'd sunbeams of terrestrial bliss. 
Health's gallant hopes, — ^and are ye sunk to this 1 
For in liie's road though thorns abundant grow. 
There still are joys poor Poll can never know ; 
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Joys which the gay compamoos of her prime 
Sip, as they drift along uie Mieam of time ; 
At eve to hear beade thor tranquil home 
The lifted latch, that speaks the lover come : 
That love matured, next playful on the knee 
To press the velvet lip ot infancy ; 
To stay the tottering step, the features trace ;^- 
Inestimable sweets of social peace ! 

O Thou, who bidst the vernal iuices rise! 
Thou, on whose blasts autumnal foliage flies ! 
Let Peace ne'er leave me, nor my heart grow cold. 
Whilst life and sanity are mine to hold. [seed. 

Shorn of their flow'rs that shed th* untreasur'd 
The withering pasture, and the feding mead. 
Less tempting grown, diminish more and more. 
The daily's pride ; sweet Summer's flowing stcure. 
New cares succeed, and gentle duties press. 
Where the fire-ode, a school of tenderness. 
Revives the languid chirp, and warms the blood 
Of cold-nipt weaklings of the latter brood. 
That from the shell just bursting into day. 
Through yard or pond pursue their venturous way. 

Far weightier cares and wider scenes expand ; 
What devastation marks the new-sown land ! 
' From hungry woodland foes go, GiUs, and guard 
The rising wheat ; ensure its great reward : 
A future sustenance, a Summer's pride. 
Demand thy vigilance : then be it tried : 
Exert thy voice, and vrield thy shotless gun : 
Go, tarry there from mom till setting sun.* i 

Keen blows the blast, or ceaseless rain descends > 
The half-stript hedge a sorry shelter lends. 
O tor a Hovel, e*er so small or low. 
Whose roof, repelling winds and early snow 
Might bring home's comforts fresh before his eyes! 
No sooner thought, than see the structure rise. 
In some sequester'd nook, embank'd around, 
Sods for its walls, and stiaw in burdens bovuid: 
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Dried fuel hoarded is his richest store. 
And circling smoke obscures his little door ; 
Whence creeping forth, to duty's calls he yields. 
And strolls the Crusoe of the lonely fields. 
On whitethorns tow'ring, and the leafless rose, 
A frost-nipt feast in bright vermilion glows : 
Where clustering sloes in glossy order rise. 
He crops the loaded branch ^ cumb'rous prize ; 
And o'er the flame the sputt'ring fruit he rests. 
Placing green sods to seat his coming guests ; 
His guests by promise ; playmates^oung and gay : — 
But ah ! fresh pastimes lure their steps away ! 
He sweeps his hearth, and homeward looks in vain, 
Till feelmg Disappointment's cruel pain. 
His fairy revels are exchanged for rage. 
His banquet marr'd, grown dull his hermitage. 
The field becomes his prison, till on high 
Benighted birds to shades and coverts fly. 
Midst air, health, daylight, can he prisoner be ? 
If fields are prisons, where is Liberty ? 
Here still she dwells, and here her votaries stroll ; 
But disappointed hope untunes the soul : 
Restraints unfelt wmlst hours of rapture flow. 
When troubles press, to chains and barriers grow. 

Look then from trivial up to greater woes : 
From the poor bird-boy with his roasted sloes. 
To where the dungeon^ mourner heaves the sigh ; 
Where not one cheering sunbeam meets his eye. 
Though iueflectual pily thine may be. 
No wealth, no pow*r, to set the captive free ; 
Though only to thy.ravish'd sight is given 
The golden path that Howard trod to heaven ; 
Thy slights can make the wretched more forlorn. 
And deeper drive afiiiction's barbed thorn. 
Say not, ' I'll come and cheer thy gloomy cell 
With news of dearest friends ; how good, how well : 
111 be a joyful herald to thine heart t* 
Then fail, and play the worthless trifler's part, 
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To sip flat pleasures from thy glass's brim, 
And waste the precious hour that's due to him. 
In mercy spare the base unmanly blow : 
Where can he turn, to whom complain of you t 
Back to past joys in vain his thoughts may stray. 
Trace and retrace the beaten wom-ont way, 
The rankling injury will pierce his breast, 
And curses on uee break his midnight rest. 

Bereft of song, and ever-cheering green. 
The soft endearments of the Summer scene. 
New harmony pervades the solemn wood. 
Dear to the soul, and healthful to the blood : 
For bold exertion follows on the sound 
Of distant sportsmen, and the chiding hound ; 
First heard from kennel bursting, mid with joy. 
Where smiling Ettston boasts her good Frrznoy, 
Lord of pure alms, and gifts that wide extend ; 
The farmer's patron, and the poor man's friend : 
Whose mansion glitt'ring with the eastern ray. 
Whose elevated temple, points the way. 
O'er slopes and lawns, the paric's extensive pride. 
To where the victims of the chase rende. 
Ingulf'd in earth, in conscious safety warm. 
Till lo ! a plot portends their coming harm. 

In earliest hours of dark unhooded mom. 
Ere yet one rosy cloud bespeaks the dawn. 
Whilst far abroad the Fox pursues his prey. 
He's doom'd to risk the perils of the day. 
From his strong hold block'd out ; perhaps to bleed. 
Or owe his life to fortune or to speed. 
For now the pack, impatient rushing on, 
Range through the darkest coverts one by one ; 
Trace every spot ; whilst down each nobte glade 
That guides the eye beneath a changeful shade. 
The loit'ring sportsman feels th' instinctive flame. 
And checks his steed to mark the springing game. 
Midst intersecting cuts and winding ways 
The huntsman cheers his dogs, and anxieiis strays 
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Wliere every nairow riding, even shorn. 
Gives back the e<fho ef his mellow hom : 
Till fresh and li]phtsome, eveiy power tmtried. 
The starting fugitive leaps by his «ide, 
His lifted finger to his ear he plies. 
And the view halloo bids a cfaoms rise 
Of dogs (]|mck-mottth'd, and shonts that roinde lond, 
As bursting thunder wQb from cloud to noud. . 
With ears erect, and chest of vigorous mould, 
O'er ditch, o'er fence, unconquerably bold. 
The shining courser lengthens every bound. 
And his strong foot-lockssuck the moisten'd ground, 
As from the con&ies of the wood they pour. 
And joyous villages partake the roar. 
O'er heath faretretch'd, or down, or valley low, 
The stiif-Iimb'd peasant, glerving in the show. 
Pursues in vain ; where youtn itself soon tires. 
Spite of the transports that the chase inspires ; 
For who unmounted long can charm the eye, 
Or hear the music of the leading cry ? 

Poor faithful Trourteer t thou canst lead no more ; 
All thy fatigues and all thy triumphs o'er ! 
Triumphs ol worth, whose honorary lame 
Was still to follow true the htmted game ; 
Beneath enormous oaks, Britannia's boast, 
In thick impenetrable coverts lost, 
When the warm pack in fault'ring «lence stood, 
Thine was the note that rous'd the listening vraod, 
Rekindling every joy with tenfold force. 
Through all the mazes of llie tainted course. 
Still foremost thou the dating stream to cross. 
And tempt along the animat^ horse ; 
Foremost o'er fen or level mead to pass. 
And sweep the shov^'rinff dew-drops from the grass ; 
Then bright emerging from the mists below 
To climb the woodland hill's exulting brow. 

Pride of thy race ! with worth far leM than thine. 
Full many human leaders daily shine \ 
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Less faith, less constancy, less generous zeal ! — 
Then no disgrace mine humble verae shall feel. 
Where not one Ijing line to riches bows. 
Or poison'd sentmient from rancour flows ; 
Nor flowers are strewn around Ambition's car :— • 
An honest dog's a nobler theme by far. 
Each sportsman heard the tidings with a sigh. 
When l)eath's cold touch had stopt his tuneful cry ; 
And though high deeds, and fair exalted praise. 
In memory liv'd, and flow'd in rustic lays. 
Short was the strain of monumental woe : 
' Foxes rejoice ! here buried lies your foe/* 

In safety hous'd throughout Night's lengthening 
reign. 
The Cock sends forth a loud and piercing strain i 
More frequent as the glooms of midnight flee. 
And hours roll round that brought him liberty, 
W hen summer's early dawn, mild, clear,and bnght, 
Chas'd quick away the transitory night : — 
Hours now in darkness veil'd ; yet loud the scream 
Of Geese impatient for the playfal stream ; 
And all the feather'd tribe imprison'd raise 
Their morning notes of inharmonious praise ; 
And many a clamorous Hen and cockrel gay. 
When daylight slowly through the fog breaks way. 
Fly wantonly abroad : but aJi, how soon 
The shades of twilight follow hazy noon, 
Short'ning the busy day ! — day that slides by 
Amidst th' unfinish'd toils of Husbandby ; 
Toils still each mom resum'd with double care. 
To meet the icy terrors of the year ; 
To meet the tmeats of Boreas undismay'd. 
And Wi7iter*s gathering frowns and hoary head. 

Then welcome, cold ; welcome, ye mowy nights 1 
Heaven midst your rage shall mingle pure delights 
And confidence of hope the soul sustain. 
While devastation sweeps along the plain : 

• lomrikwd oo a iCooe in Eiwtoo Park waU. 
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Nor shall the child of poverty despair, 
But bless THE Power that rules the changing year , 
Assur'd — though horrors round his cottaee reign — 
That Spring will come, and Nature smile again. 
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Temdemeu to eaUU^^Frozen tum^»t,-^The eow^ardt-^Kightm 
— rA« fairm*houie,r--Fire-nde,i^Fairmer'i adwiee a$»d instrue- 
tioH^—Iltgktltt cares of the ttable.-^J)obbin.r-Tke jpacf-Jtorw. 
'^keepSeallnrdogt.'^tValks occasioned ther^.'^he ghost* 
'^Laaw time^'^MiurmiMg Spring^-'ComeUukn* 

IV. 

With kindred pleasures mov*d, and cares opprest. 

Sharing alike our weariness and rest ; 

Who lives the daily partner of our hours. 

Thro' every change of heat, and frost, and show'rs; 

Partakes our cheerful meals, partaking first 

In mutual labour and in mutual thirst ; 

The kindly intercourse will ever prove 

A bond of amity and social love. 

To more than man this generous warmth extends. 

And oft the team and shiv'rinK herd befriends } 

Tender solicitude the bosom fills. 

And Pity executes what Reason wills : 

Youth learns compassion's tale from every tongue, 

And flies to aid the helpless and the young. 

When now, unsparing as the scourge of war, 
Blasts follow blasts, and groves dismantled roar. 
Around their home the storm-pinch'd Cattle lows, 
No nourishment in frozen pastures grows 3 
Yet frozen pastures every morn resound 
With fair abundance thund'ring to the ground. 
For though on hoary twigs no buds peep out. 
And e'en the hardy bramble cease to sprout. 
Beneath dread Winter's level sheets of snow 
The sweet nutritious Turnip deigns to grow. 
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Till DOW imperious want and wide«spread dearth 
Bid Labour claim, her treasures from the earth. 
On Giles, and such as Giles, the labour falls|. 
To strew the frequent load where hunger calls. 
On driving gales sharp hail indignant flies. 
And sleet, more irksome still, assails his eyw ; 
Snow clogs his feet ; or if no snow is seen, 
The field with all its juicy store to screen. 
Deep goes the frost, till every root is found 
A rollmg mass of ice upon the ground. 
No tender ewe can break her nightly fast, 
Nor heifer strong begin the cold repast. 
Till Giles with ponderous beetle foremost go, 
And scattering splinters fly at every blow ; 
When pressing round him eager for the {urize, 
From their muct breath warm exhalations rise. 

If now in beaded rows drops deck the spray, 
While Phoebus giants a momentary ray. 
Let but a cloud's broad shadow intervene* 
And stifien'd iuto gems the drops are seen ; 
And down the fiirrow'd oak's broad southern side 
Streams of dissolving rime no longer glide. 

Though Night approaching bids for rest prepare. 
Still the flail echoes through the frosty air. 
Nor stops till deepest shades of darkness come. 
Sending at length the weaiy labourer home. 
From him, with bed and nightly food supplied. 
Throughout the yard, hous'd round on every side* 
Deep-plunging Cow^ their rustling feast enjoy. 
And snatch sweet mouthfuLs from the passing boy, 
Who moves unseen beneath his trailing load. 
Fills the tall racks, and leaves a scattered road ; 
Where oft the swine from ambush warm and dry 
Bolt out, and scamper headlong to their sty. 
When GiTes, with well-known voice, already there. 
Deigns them a portion of his evening care. 

Hinif tho' the cold may pierce, and storms molest, 
Succeeding hours shall cheer widi warmth and rest .- 
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Gladness to spread, and raise the grateful smile. 
He hurls the taggot bursting from the pile, 
And many a log and rifted trunk conveys. 
To heap the fire, and to extend the blaze 
That quiv'iing strong through every opening flies. 
Whilst smoky columns unobstructed rise. 
For the rude architect, unknown to fame 
(Nor symmetry nor elegance his aim), 
Who spreads his floors of solid oak on high. 
On besuns rough-hewn, from age to age that lie. 
Bade his wide fabric unimpaired sustain 
Pomona's store, and cheese, and golden grain ; 
Bade from its central base, capacious laid. 
The well-wrought chimney rear its lofty head ; 
Where since hath many a savoury ham l>een stored. 
And tempests howl'd, and Christmas gambols 
roar'd. 

Flat on the hearth the glowing embers lie. 
And flames reflected dance in every eye : 
There the long billet, forc*d at last to bend. 
While frothing sap gushes at either end. 
Throws round its welcome heat : — the ploughman 

smiles. 
And oft the joke runs hard on sheepish Giles, 
Who sits joint tenant of the comer-stool. 
The converse sharing, though in duty's school ; 
For now attentively 'tis his to hear 
Interrogations from the Master's chair. [fled, 

' Left ye your bleating charge, when daylight 
Near where the haystack lifts its snowy head ? 
Whose fence of bushy furze, so close and warm, 
May stop the slanting bullets of the storm. 
For, hark ! it blows ; a dark and dismal night : 
Heaven guide the trav'ller's fearful steps aright ! 
Now from the woods, mistrustful and sharp-ey*d, 
The Fox in silent darkness seems to glide. 
Stealing around us, list'ning as he goes, 
Tf chance the Cock or ttamm'ring cockerel crows. 
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Or Goose, or nodding Duck, should darkling cry. 
As if appriz'd of lurking danger nigh : 
Destruction waits them, Giles, if e er you fail 
.To bolt their doors agaiust the driving gale. 
Strewed you (still mindful of th' unshelter'd head) 
Burdens of straw, the cattle's welcome bed 1 [see. 
Thine heart should feel, what thou may'st hourly 
That duty*s basis is humanity. 
Of pain's unsavoury cup though thou may'st taste 
(The wrath of Winter from the bleak north-east), 
Thine utmost sufferings in the coldest day 
A period terminates, and joys repay. 
Perhaps e'en now, while here those joys we boast, 
Full many a bark rides down the neighb'ring coast, 
Where the high northern waves tremendous roar. 
Drove down by blasts from Norway's icy shore. 
The Sea-boy there, less fortunate than thou. 
Feels all thy pains in all the gusts that blow : 
His freezing hands now drench'd, now dry, by turns : 
Now lost, now seen, the distant light that burns, 
On some tall cliff uprais'd, a flaming guide. 
That throws its friendly radiance o'er the tide. 
His labours cease not with declining day. 
But toils and perils mark his watry way ; 
And whilst in peaceful dreams secure we lie. 
The ruthless whirlwinds rage along the sky. 
Round his head whistling ; — and shalt thou repine. 
While this protecting roof still shelters thine V 

Mild, as the vernal show'r, his words prevail, 
And aid the moral precept of his tale : 
His wond'ring hearers learn, and ever keep 
These first ideas of the restless deep ; 
And, as the opening mind a circuit tries. 
Present felicities in value rise. 
Increasing pleasures every hour they find. 
The warmth more precious, and the shelter kind ; 
Warmth that long reigning bids the eyelids close, 
As through the blood its bu]m)r influence goes, 
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When the cheer'd heart forgets fatiguea and caie*, 
And drowsiness alone dominion bears. 

Sweet then the ploughman's slumbers, hale and 
When the last topic dies upon his tongue ; [young. 
Sweet then the bliss bis transient dreams inspire. 
Till chilUains wake him, or the snapping fixe : 

He starts, and ever thoughtfiil of his team. 
Along the gtitt'ring snow a feeble gleam 
Shoots from his lantern, as he yawning goes 
To add fresh comforts to their night's repose ; 
Diffusing fragrance as their food he moves 
And pats the jolly sides of those he loves. 
Thus full replenished, perfect ease poasest. 
From night till morn alternate food and rest. 
No rightful cheer withheld, no sleep debarr'd. 
Their each day's labour brings its sure reward. 
Yet when from plough or lumb'ring cart set free. 
They taste awhile the sweets ef liberty : 
E'en sober Dobbin lifts his clumsy heels 
And kicks, disdainful of the dirty wheels: 
But soon, his frolic ended, yields again 
To trudge the road, and wear the clinkins' chain. 

Short-sighted Dobbin ! — thou canst only see 
The trivial hardships that encompast thee : 
Thy chains were freedom, and thy toils repose. 
Could the poor post-horse tell thee all his woes ; 
Shew thee his bleeding shoulders, and unfold 
The dreadful anguish he endures for gold ; 
Hired at each cadi of business, lust, or rage. 
That prompt the trav'Uer on firom stage to stage. 
Still on hii strength depends their boasted speed ; 
For them his limbs grow weak, his bare ribs bleed ; 
And though he groaning quickens at command. 
Their extra shilling in the rider's hand 
Becomes his bitter scourge : — 'tis he must feel 
The double efforts of the lash and steel ; 
Till when, up hill, the destined inn he gains. 
And trembling under complicated pains. 
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-Prone from his nostrils, darting on the ground, 
His breath emitted floats in clouds around : 
Drops chase each other down his chest and sides 
And spatter'd mud his native colour hides : 
Through his swolni veins the boiling torrent flows 
And every nerve a separate torture knows. 
His harness loosed, he welcomes eager-eyed 
The pail's fiiU draught that quivers by his side , 
And joys to see the well-known stable door, 
As the starv'd mariner the friendly shore. 

Ah, well for him if here his SufTrings ceas'd, 
And ample hours of rest his pains appeas'd ! 
But rous d again, and sternly bade to rise. 
And shake refreshing slumber from his eyes, 
Ere his exhausted spirits can return. 
Or through his frame reviving ardour burn. 
Come forth he must, tho' limping, maimed, and sore ; 
He hears the whip ; the chaise is at the door : — 
The collar tiffhtens, and again he feels 
His half-heal d wounds inflamed ; again the wheels 
With tiresome sameness in his ears resound. 
O'er blinding dust, or miles of flinty ground. 
Thus nightly robb'd, and injured day by day. 
His piece^meai murderers wear his life away. 

What say'st thou, Dobbin ! what though hounds 
With open jaws the moment of thy fate, [await 
No better fate attends his public race; 
His life is misery and his end disgrace. 
Then freely bear thy burden to the mill ; 
Obey but one short law,-^thy driver's will. 
Affection, to thy memory ever true. 
Shall boast of mighty loads that Dobbin drew j 
And back to childhood shall the mind with pride 
Recount thy gentleness in many a ride 
To pond, or field, or village fair, when thou 
Held'st high thy braided mane and comely brow ; 
And oft the tale shall rise to homely fame 
Upon thy gen'rous spirit and thy name. 
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Though faithful to a proverb, we regard 
The midnight chieftain of the farmer's yard, 
Beneath whose guardianship all hearts rejoice 
Woke by the echo of his hollow voice ; 
Yet as the Hound may fault'ring quit the pack, 
SnufT the foul scent, and hasten yelping back ; 
And e'en the docile Pointer know disgrace. 
Thwarting the gen'ral instinct of his race ; 
E'en so the Mastiff, or the meaner Cur, 
At times will from the path of duty err 
(A pattern of fidelity by day ; 
By night a murderer, lurking for his prey) ; 
And round the pastures or the fold will creep. 
And, coward-like, attack the peaceful sheep ; 
Alone the wanton mischief be pursues. 
Alone in reeking blood his jaws imbrues ; 
Chasing amain his frighten'd victims round, 
Till death in wild confusion strews the ground ; 
Then wearied out, to kennel sneaks away. 
And licks his guilty paws till break of day. 

The deed discover d, and the news once spread. 
Vengeance hangs o'er the unknown culprit's head : 
And careful Shepherds extra hours bestow 
In patient watchings for the common foe ; 
A foe most dreaded now, when rest and peace 
Should wait the season of the flock's increase. 

In part these nightly terrors to dispel, 
Giles, ere he sleeps, his little Flock must tell. 
From the fire-side with many a shrug he hies, 
Glad if the ^U-orb'd Moon salute his eyes. 
And through the unbroken stillness of the night 
Shed on his path her beams of cheering light. 
With sauntering step he climbs the distant stile. 
Whilst all around him wears a placid smile: 
There views the white-rob'd clouds in clusters driv'o. 
And all the glorious pageantry of heav'n. 
Low, on the utmost boundary of the sight, 
1 he rising vapours catch the silver light ; 
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Thence Fancy measures, ad they parting fly. 
Which first will throw its shadow on the eye, 
Passing the source of light ; and thence away, 
Succeeded quick by brighter still than they. 
For yet above these wafted clouds are seen 
^n a remoter sk^, still more serene) 
Others, detach'd in ranges through the air, 
Spotless as snow, and countless as they're fair ; 
Scatter'd immensely wide from east to west. 
The beauteous 'semblance of a Flock at rest. 
These, to the raptur'd mind, aloud proclaim 
Their mighty Shepherd's everlasting Name. 

Whilst thus the loit'rer's utmost stretch of soul 
Climbs the still clouds, or passes those that roll, 
And loos'd Imagination soaring goes 
High o'er his home, and all his little woes. 
Time glides away; neglected Duty calls : 
At once from plains of light to earth he falls. 
And down a narrow lane, well known by day. 
With all his speed pursues his sounding way. 
In thought still half absorbed, and chill'd with cold; 
When, Jo ! an object frightful to behold •, 
A grisly Spectre, cloth'd in silver-gray, 
Around whose feet the waving shadows play. 
Stands in his path ! — He stops, and not a breath 
Heaves from his heart, that sinks almost to death. 
Loud the owl halloos o'er his head unseen ; 
All else is silent, dismally serene : 
Some prompt ejaculation whisper'd low, 
Yet bears him up against the threatening foe ; 
And thus poor Giles, though half inclin d to fly. 
Mutters his doubts, and strains his steadfast eye. 
•Tis not my crimes thou com'st here to reprove; 
No murders stain my soul, no perjur'd love : 
If thou'rt indeed what here thou seem'st to be. 
Thy dreadful mission cannot reach to me. 
By parents taught still to mistrust mine eyes, 
Still to approach each object of surprise, 
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Lest Fancy's formful visions should deceive 
In moonliglit paths, or glooms of falling eve. 
This then s the moment when my heart should try 
To scan thy motionless deformity ; 
But oh, the fearful task ! yet well I know 
An aged ash, with many a spreading bough 
(Beneath whose leaves I've found a summer's 

bow'r. 
Beneath whose trunk I've weather'd many a 

show'r) 
Stands singly down this solitary way. 
But far beyond where now my footsteps stay. 
'Tis true, thus far I've come with heedless haste ; 
No reck'nin? kept, no passing objects traced : — 
And can I then nave reach*d that very tree? 
Or is its reverend form assum'd by theeV 
The happy thought alleviates his pain i 
He creeps another step ; then stops again ; 
Till slowly, as his noiseless feet draw near. 
Its perfect lineaments at once appear; 
Its crown of shiv'ring ivy whispering peace. 
And its white bark that fironts the moon s pale face. 
Now, whilst his blood mounts upward, now he 
The solid gain that from conviction flows ; [knows 
And strengthen'd Confidence shall hence fulfil 
(With conscious Innocence more valued still) 
The dreariest task that winter nights can bring/ 
By churchyard dark, or grove, or fairy ring : 
Still buoying up the timid mind of youth. 
Till loit'ring Reason hoists the scale of Truth. 
With these blest guardians Giles his coarse pursues, 
Till numbering his heavy-sided ewes. 
Surrounding stillness tranquillize his breast, 
And shape the dreams that wait his hours of resL 

As when retreating tempests we behold, 
Whose skirts at length the azure sky unfold. 
And full of murmurings and mingled wrath, 
Slowly unshroud tlie smiling face of earth. 
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Bringing the bosom joy : so Winter flies I— 
And see the Source of Life and Light uprise '. 
A heightening arch o'er southern hills he bends ; 
Warm on the cheek the slanting beam descends. 
And gives the reeking mead a brighter hue, 
And draws the modest primroae bud to view. 
Yet frosts succeed^ and winds impetuous rush. 
And hail-stones rattle through the budding bush ; 
And night-fall'n Lambs require the shepherd's care. 
And teeming Ewes, that still their burdens bear; 
Beneath whose sides to-morrow's dawn may see 
The milk-white strangers bow the trembling knee 4 
At whose first birth the pow'rful instinct's seen 
That fills with champions the daisied green : 
For ewes that stood aloof with fearful eye, 
With stamping foot now men and dogs defy. 
And obstinately faithful to their young. 
Guard their first steps to join the bleating throng. 

But casualties and death from damps and cold 
Will still attend the well-conducted fold : 
Her tender ofiTspring dead, the dam aloud 
Calls and runs wild amidst the unconscious crowd. 
And orphan'd sucklings raise the piteous cry ; 
No wool to warm them, no defenders ni?h. 
And must her streaming milk then flow m vain 1 
Must unregarded innocence complain 1 
No ; — ere this strong solicitude subside. 
Maternal fondness may be fresh apply'd. 
And the adopted striplms still may find 
A parent most assiduously kind. 
For this he's doom'd awhile disguis'd to range 
(For fraud or force must work the wish'd-for 
For this his predecessor's skin he wears, [change); 
Till cheated into tenderness and cares, 
The unsuspecting dam, contented grown. 
Cherish and guard the fondling as her own. 

Thus all by turns to fair perfection rise ; 
Thus twins are parted to increase their site : 
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Thus instinct yields as interest points' the way. 
Till the bright flock, augmenting every day. 
On sunny hills and vales of springing flow'rs 
With ceaseless clamour greet the vernal hours. 

The humbler Shepherd here with joy beholds 
The approved economy of crowded folds. 
And, m his small contracted round of cares. 
Adjusts the practice of each hint he hears : 
For Boys with emulation learn to glow, 
And boast their pastures and their healthful show 
Of well-grown Lambs, the glory of the Spring ; 
And field to field in competition bring. 

E'en Giles, for all his cares and watchings past. 
And all his contests with the wintry blast. 
Claims a full share of that sweet praise bestow'd 
By gazing neighbours, when along tlie road. 
Or village green, his curly-coated throng 
Suspends the chorus of the spinner's song j 
When Admiration's unaffected grace 
Lisps from the tongue, and beams in every face : 
Delightful moments ! — Sunshine, Health, and Joy, 
Play round, and cheer the elevated Boy ! 

* Another Spring !' his heart exulting cries ; 

* Another Year ! with promis'd blessings rise ! — 
Eternal Power ! from whom those blessings flow. 
Teach me still more to wonder, more to know : 
Seed'time and Harvest let me see again ; 
Wander the ieafstrewn wood, the frozen plain : 
Let the first Flower, corn-waving Field, Plain, Tree, 
Here round my home, still lift my soul to Thee ; 
And let me ever, midst thy bounties, raise 

An humble note of thankfulness and praise !' 
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Note (1)» Page 16. 
A fav'rite morsel with tlie Rook, 8cc. 

Im these Terses, which have much of picturesque, 
there is a severe charge against Rooks and Crows, 
as yery formidable depredators ; and their destruction, 
as such, seems to be recommended. Such was the 
prevalent opinion some years back. It is less general 
now : and I am sure the humanity of the Author, 
and his benerolence to Animals in general, will dis- 
pose him to rejoice in whatever plea can be offered 
in stay of execution of this sentence. And yet more 
80, if it shall appear that Rooks, at least, deserve 
, not only mercy, but protection and encouragement 
from the Farmer. 

I shall quote a passage from Bbwick's interesting 
HisTOBT of Birds : the narrative part of which is 
often as full of information as the embellishments 
cut in wood are beautiful.— It is this : 

Speaking of Birds of the Pi£-kind in general, he 
says, * Birds of this kind* are found in every part of 
the known world, from Greenland to the Cape of 
Good Hope. In many respects they may be said to 
be of sing^ar benefit to mankind : principally by 
destroying great quantities of nouous insects, worms, 
and reptiles. Rooks, in particular, are fond of the 
erucae of the hedge-chaffer, or chesnut brown beetle : 
for which they search with indefatigable pains. 
These insects,' he adds in a note, ' appear in hot 
weather in formidable numbers : disrobing the fields 
and trees of their verdure, blossoms, and fruit ; spread- 
ing desolation and destruction wherever they go.— 
They appeared in great numbers in Ireland during 
a hot summer, and committed great ravages. In the 
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year 1747 whole meadows and com-Aelda were de- 
stroyed by them in Suffolk. The decrease of Rook* 
eries in that county was thouerht to be the occasion 
of it. The many Rookeries with us is in some mea- 
sure the reason why we hare so few of these destroo* 
tire animals.'* 

' Rooks/ he sabjoins, ' are often accused of feeding 
on the com just alter it has been sown, and rarions 
contriyances have been made both to kill and frighten 
them away ; but, in our estimation, the advantages 
derived from the destruction which they make among 
grubs, toarth-worms, and noxious insects of Tarions 
kinds, will gnneatly overpay the injury done to the 
future harrest by the small quantity of com they 
may destroy in searching after their favourite food/t 

' In general they are sagacious, active, and faith< 
Ad to each other. They live in pairs ; and their mu- 
tual attachment is constant. They are a damoroiis 
race : mostly build in trees, and form a kind of society 
in which tiiere appears something like a regular go 
vemment. A sentinel watches for the general safety, 
and gives notice on the appearance of danger.' 

Under the title, < Rooks,' (p. 71.) Mr. Bbwick re- 
peats his observations on the useful property of this 
Bird. 

I confess myself solicitous for their safety and kind 
treatment. We have two which were lamed by 
being blown down in a storm (a calamity which 
destroys great numbers almost every spring). One 
of them is perfectly domesticated. The other is yet 
more remarkable ; sinoe although ei\)oying his na- 
tural liberty completely, he recogniaes, even in his 
flights at a distance from the house, his adoptive 
home, his human friends, and early protectors. 

The Rook is certainly a very beautiful and very 
sensible Bird; very confiding, and very much at- 

• WsUto'0 Hiatory of Northwnbertand. 
t Mr. Bewick does not aeem to have been quite iwmre that moch 
of thii mischief, m I have been informed by a sensible neighbomlng 
Parmer and Tenant, is done in the ftnb-state of the chaffer, by 
bitiar through the rooU of grass, &c. A latent, and impercepti- 
bly, but rapidly spreading mischief, against wliich the rooks Ind 
Urds of siroUsr Instinct are^ in a manner, the sole protection. 
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NOTES. §9 

tftched. It ivill g\re me a pleaBore, in which I 
doubt not that the Author of this delightfiil Poem 
will partake^ if any thing here said shall avail them 
with the Fanner; and especially with the Svvwoul 
Farmer. C. Jm 



Note (2), Page 33. 

' Destraifs Ufe*s intercourse i the social flan, 

* Allowing for the imperfect state of sublunary hap- 
piness, which is comparative at best, there are not, 
perhaps, many nations existing whose situation is so 
desirable ; where the means of subsistence are so easy, 
and the wants of the people so few. The evident dis- 
tinction of ranks, which subsists at Otaheite, does not 
so materially affect the felicity of the nation rb we 
might have supposed. The simplicity of their whole 
life contributes to soften the appearance of distinc- 
tions, and to reduce them to a level. Where the 
climate and the cufrtom of the country do not abso- 
lutely require a perfect garment ; where it is easy at 
every step to gather as many plants as form not only 
a decent, but likewise a customary covering; and 
where all the necessaries of life are within the reach 
of every individual, at the expense of a trifling 
labour; — ambition and envy must in a great measure 
be unknown. It is true, the highest classes of people 
possess some dainty articles, such as pork, fish, fowl, 
and cloth, almost exclusively ; but the desire of in- 
dulging the appetite in a few trifling luxuries can at 
most render individuals, and not whole nations, un- 
happy. Absolute want occasions the miseries of the 
lower class in some civilised states, and is the result 
of the unbounded voluptnonaness of their superiors. 
At Otaheite there is not, in general, that disparity 
between the highest and the meanest man, that sub- 
sists in England between a reputable tradesman and 
a labourer. The aflection of the Otaheitans for their 
chiefs, which they never failed to express upon all 
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occamons, gave us great reason to suppose that they 
consider themselves as one family, and respect their 
eldest bom in the persons of their chiefs. The lowest 
man in the nation speaks as freely with his king as 
with his equal, and has the pleasure of seeing him 
as often as he likes. The king, at times, amuses him- 
self with the occupations of his subjects ; and not yet 
depraved by false notions of empty state, he often 
paddles his own canoe ; without considering such an 
employment derogatory to his dignity. How long 
such a happy equality may last is uncertain: and 
how much the introduction of foreign luxuries may 
hasten its dissolution cannot be too frequently re- 
'^peated to Europeans. If the knowledge of a few 
individuals can only be acquired at such a price as 
the hajipiness of nations, it were better for the dis- 
coverers and the discovered that the South Sea had 
still remained unknown to Europe and its restless 
inhabitants.' 

Refiectiont on Olahnte : Cook's second Voyajfe. 
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RICHARD AND KATE; 



OR 



FAIR-DAY. 



A SUFFOLK BALLAD. 



* Come, Goody, stop your humdrum wheel, 

Sweep up your orts, and get your hat ; 
Old joys reviv'd once more I feel, 
'Tis Fair-day ; — ay, and more than that. 

* Have you forgot, Kate, prithee say. 

How many seasons here we've tarried 1 
Tis Forty years, this very day. 

Since you and I, old Girl, were married ! 

* Look out ; — ^the sun shines warm and bright. 

The stiles are low, the paths all dry ; 
I know you cut your corns last night : 
Come ; be as free from care as I. 

' For I'm resolv'd once more to see 
That place where we so often met ; 

Though few have had more cares than we. 
We v« none just now to make us fret/ 
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Kat£ scorn'd to damp the generous flame 
That warm'd her aged Partner's breast : 

Yet, ere determination came, 

She thus some trifling doubts expressed. 

' Night will come on ; when seated snug, 
And you've perhaps begun some tale. 

Can you then leave your dear stone mug ; 
LcAve all the folk, and all the ale V 

' Ay Kate, I wool ; — ^because I know. 
Though time has been we both could run. 

Such days are gone and over now ; — 
I only mean to see the fun.' 

She straight slipp'd oflf the wall and band,* 
And laid aside her lucks and twitches :* 

And to the hutchf she reach'd her hand. 
And gave him out his Sunday breeches. 

His mattock he behind the door, 
And hedging^gloves again replaced; 

And look'd across the yellow moor. 
And urg'd his tott'ring Spouse to haste. 

The day was up, the air serene. 
The firmament without a cloud ; 

The bee humm'd o'er the level green 

Where knot« of trembling cowslips bow'd. 

And Richard thus, with heart elate, 
As pAst things rush'd across his mind. 

Over his shoulder talk'd to Kate, 

Who snug tuck'd up, walk'd slow behind. 

* When once a gigling mawther you. 

And I a red-faced chubby boy. 
Sly tricks you play 'd me not a few ; 

For mischief was your greatest joy. 



* Teruif u«ed in spinntug. 
Jut 
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' Once, passing by this very tree, 

A gotch* of milk I*d been to fill, 
You shouldered me ; then laugh'd to see 

Me and my gotch spin down the hilL' 

' Tis true,' she said ; ' but here behold. 

And marvel at the course of time ; 
Though you and I are both grown old. 

This tree is only in its prime !' 

* Well, Goody, don't stand preaching now I 
Folks don't preach sermons at a Fair : 

We've rear*d ten Boys and Girls you know ; 
And I'll be bound they'll all be there/ 

Now friendly nods and smiles had they. 
From many a kind Fair-going face : 

And many a pinch Kate gave away, 
While Richard kept his usual pace. 

At length arriv'd amidst the throng. 

Grand-children bawling hemm'd them round ; 
And dragg'd them by the skirts along 

Where gingerbread bestrew'd the ground. 

And soon the aged couple spy'd 

Their lusty Sons, and Daughters dear : — 

When Richard thus exulting cried, 
* Did'nt I tell you they'd be here V 

The cordial greetings of the soui 

Were visible in every face ; 
Affection void of all control, 

Govem'd with a resistless grace. 

1'was good to see the honest strife, 

Which should contribute most to please ;; 

And hear the long-recounted life. 
Of infant tricks, and happy days. 



• ApUcher. 
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But now, as at some nobler places. 
Amongst the leaders 'twas decreed 

Time to begin the Dicky Races ; 

More fam'd for laughter than for speed. 

Richard looked on with wond'rous glee, 
And praised the lad who chanced to win ; 

' Kate, wan't I such a one as he ? 
As like him, ay, as pin to pin ? 

* Full fifty years are passed away 

Since I rode this same ground about : 
Lord I I was lively as the day ! 
I won the High-lows out and out ! 

' I'm surely growing young again ; 

I feel myself so kedge and plump. 
From head to foot I've not one pain ; 

Nay, hang me if I could'nt jump.' 

Thus spoke the Ale in Richard's pate, 
A very little made him mellow ; 

But suU he lov'd his faithful Kate, 

Who whisper'd thus, ' My good old fellow, 

* Remember what you promis'd me : 

And see, the sun is getting low ; 
The Children want an hour ye see 
To talk a bit before we go.' 

Like youthful lover most complying 
He tum'd, and chuckt her by the chin : 

Then all across the green grass hieing, 
Right merry faces, all akin. 

Their farewell quart, beneath a tree 
That droop'd its branches from above ', 

Awaked the pure felicity 
That waits upon Parental Love. 
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Kate viewed her blooming Daughters round. 
And Sons, who shook her wither'd hand : 

Her features spoke what joy she found, 
But utterance had made a stand. 

The Children toppled on the green, 

And bowl'd their ^airm^« down the hill ; 

Richard with pride beheld the scene, 
Nor could he for his life sit still. 

A Father*8 unchecked feelings gave 
A tenderness to all he said ; 

* My Boys, how proud am I to have 

' My name thus round the country spread ! 

* Through all my days I've laboured hard, 

And could of pains and crosses tell ; 
But this is labour's great reward, 
To meet ye thus, and see ye well. 

* My good old Partner, when at home. 

Sometimes with wishes mingles tears ; 
Goody, says 1, let what wool come, 
We've nothing for them but our pray'rs. 

* May you be all as old as I, 

And see your Sons to manhood grow ; 
And, many a time before you die, 
Be just as pleas'd as I am now.' 

(Then raising still his mug and voice), 
' An Old Man's weakness don't despise ! 

I love you well, my Girls and Boys ; 
God bless you all ;' — so said his eyes 

For, as he spoke, a big round drop 
Fell bounding on his ample sleeve 3 

A witness which he could not stop, 
A witness which all hearts believe. 
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Thou, Fflial Piety, wert there ; 

And round the ring, benig^y bright. 
Dwelt in the luscious half-shed tear, 

And in ike parting word — Good Night, 

With thankful hearts and strengthen *d love^ 
The poor old Pair, supremely blest. 

Saw the sun sink behind the grove. 
And gain'd once more their lowly teaii. 
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WALTER AND JANE; 

OR, 

THE POOR BLACKSMITH. 

A COUNTRY TALE. 



Brxobt was the summer sky, the mornings gay. 
And Jane was young and cheerful as the day. 
Not yet to Love but Mirth she paid her vows ; 
And £cho mock*d her as she caird her cows. 
Tufts of green broom, that fall in blossom vied, 
A.nd graced vnth. spotted gold the upland side, 
The level fogs o*eriook*d ; too high to share ; 
So lovely Jane o'erlook'd the clouds of care ; 
No meadow-6ow*r rose fresher to the view. 
That met her morning footsteps in the dew ; 
Where, if a nodding stranger eyed her charms. 
The blush of innocence was up in arms. 
Love's random glances struck the unguarded mind. 
And Beauty's magic made him look behind. 

Duly as morning blush'd or twilight came. 
Secure of greeting smiles and village fame. 
She pass'd the straw-roofd shed, in ranges where 
Hung many a well-turn'd shoe and glitt'ring share; 
Where Walter, as the charmer tripp*d along. 
Would stop his roaring bellows and his song. — 

Dawn of affection ! Love's delicious sigh ! 
Caught from the lightnings of a speaking eye. 
That leads the heart to rapture or to woe, 
Twas Walter's fait ^hy madd'ning power to know ; 

8d7 
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And scarce tl know, ere in its infant twine, 
As the blast shakes the tendrils of the vine. 
The budding bliss that full of promise grew 
The chilling blight of sepatation knew. 
Scarce had he told bis heart's unquiet case, 
And Jane to shun him ceas'd to mend her pace. 
And learnt to listen trembling as he spoke, 
And fondly judge his words beyond a joke ; 
When, at the goal that bounds our prospects here, 
Jane's widow'd mistress ended her career : 
Blessings attended her divided store. 
The mansion sold (Jane's peaceful home no more), 
A distant village own'd her for its queen, 
Another service, and another scene ; 
But could another scene so pleasing prov«. 
Twelve weary miles from Walter and from Lov€? 
The maid grew thoughtful : Yet to fate resign 'd. 
Knew not the worth of what she'd left behind. 
He, when at eve releas'd from toil and heat. 
Soon miss'd the smiles that taught his heart to beat, 
Each sabbath-day of late was veont to prove 
Hope's liberal feast, the holiday of Love : 
But now, upon his spirit's ebbing strength 
Came each dull hour's intolerable length. 
The next had scarcely dawn'd when Walter hied 
O'er hill and dale, Affection for his guide : 
O'er the brown heath his pathless journey lay. 
Where screaming lapwings hail'd the op'ning day. 
High rose the sun, tne anxious lover sigh'd ; 
His slippery soles bespoke the dew was dried : 
Her last farewell hang fondly on his tongue 
As o'er the tufted furze elate he sprung ; 
Trifling impediments ; his heart was light, 
For love and beauty glow'd in fancy's sight ; 
And soon he gaz'd on Jane's enchanting face, 
B«new'd his passion, — ^but, destroy'd his peace. 
Truth, at whose shrine he bow'd, mflicted pain ; 
And conscience whisper'd, * Never come a^in.' 
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For now, his tide of gladness to oppose, 

A clay-cold damp of doubts and tears arose ; 

Clouds, wkich involve, midst love and reason's strife. 

The poor man's prospect when he takes a wife. 

Though gav his journeys in the summer's prime. 

Each seem'd the repetition of a crime ; 

He never left her but with many a sigh. 

When tears stole down his face, she knew not why. 

Severe his task those visits to forego. 

And feed his heart with voluntary woe, 

Yet this he did ; the wan moon circling found 

His evenings cheerless, and his rest unsound j 

And saw th' unquenched flame his bosom swell : 

What were his doubts, thus let the story tell. 

A month's sharp conflict only serv'd to prove 
The pow'r, as well as truth, of Walter's love. 
Absence more strongly on his mind portray 'd 
His own sweet, injur'd, unoffending maid. 
Once more he'd go ; full resolute awhile. 
But heard his native bells on every stile ; 
The sound recall'd him with a pow'iful charm, 
The heath wide open'd, and the day was warm ; 
There, where a bed of tempting green he found, 
Increasing anguish weigh'd him to the ground ; 
His well-grown limbs the scatter'd daisies press'd. 
While his cUnch'd hand fell heavy on his breast. 

* Why do I go in cruel sport to say, 
" I love thee, Jane — appoint the happy day V* 
Why seek her sweet ingenuous reply, 
Then grasp her hand and proffer — poverty ? 
Why, if I love her and adore her name, 
Why act like time and sickness on her frame ? 
Why should my scanty pittance nip her prime, 
And chase away the rose before its time ? 
I'm young, 'tis true ; the world beholds me free ; 
Labour ne'er shew'd a frightful face to me ; 
Nature's first wants hard labour should supply. 
But should it fail, 'twill be too late to fly. 
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Some Bummers hence, if nought our loves annoy, 
The image of my Jane may lisp her joy ; 
Or, blooming boys with imitative swing 
May mock my arm, and make the anvil ring . 
Then if in rags — But, O my heart, forbear, — 
I love the girl, and why should I despair ? 
And that I love her all the village knows : 
Of): from my pain the mirth of others flows ; 
As when a neighbour's steed with glancing eye 
Saw his par'd hoof supported on my thigh, 
Jane passed that instant — mischief came of course ; 
I drove the nail awry and lam'd the horse : 
The poor beast limp d : I bore a master's frown, 
A thousand times I wished the wound my own. 
When to these tangling thoughts I've been resign'd, 
Fury or languor has possess'd my mind : 
All eyes have stared, I've blown a blast so strong; 
Forgot to smite at all, or smote too Ion?. 
If at the alehouse door, with careless glee. 
One drinks to Jane, and darts a look on me, 
I feel that blush which her dear name will bring, 
I feel, — but, ^ilty love, *tis not thy sting ! ' 
Yet what are jeers ? the bubbles of an hour ; 
Jane knows what love can do, and feels its pow'r ; 
In her mild eye fair Truth her meaning tells ; 
'Tis not in looks like her's that falsehood dwells. 
As water shed upon a dusty way 
I've seen midst downward pebbles devious stray ', 
If kindred drops an adverse channel keep, . 
The crystal friends toward each other creep ; 
Near, and still nearer, rolls each little tide, 
Th' expanding mirror swells on either side : 
They touch — 'tis done — receding bound'ries fly, 
An mstantaneous union strikes the eye : 
So 'tis with us : for Jane would be my bride ; 
Shall coward fears then turn the bliss aside V 

While thus he spoke he heard a gentle souncL 
That beem'd a jamng footstep on the ground * 
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As&ain'd of grief, he bade his eyes unclose, 
And shock with agitation as he rose ; 
All unprepared the sweet surprise to bear, 
His heart beat high, for Jane herself was there. — 
Flushed was her cheek ; she seem'd the full- 
blown flower. 
For warmth gave loveliness a double power ; 
Round her fair brow the deep confusion ran, 
A waving handkerchief became her fan. 
Her lips, where dwelt sweet love and smiling 

ease, 
PuflTd gently back the warm assailing breeze. 
* Fve traveird all these weary miles with pain. 
To see my native village once again ; 
And shew my true regard for neighbour Hind ; 
Not like you, Walter, she was always kind/ 
'Twas thus, each soft sensation laid aside, 
She buoy'd her spirits up with maiden pride ; 
Disclaimed her love, e'en while she felt the sting ; 
' What, come for Walter's sake !* 'Twas no such 

thing. 
But when astonishment his tongue released, 
Pride's usurpation in an instant ceas'd : 
By force he cau?ht her hand as passing by. 
And gaz'd upon ner half-averted eye ; 
His heart's distraction, and his boding fears 
She heard, and answer'd with a flood of tears ; 
Precious relief ; sure friends that forward press 
To tell the mind's unspeakable distress. 
Ye Youths, whom crimson'd health and genuine 

fire 
Bear joyous on the wings of young desire, 
Ye, who still bow to Love's almighty sway, 
What could true passion, what could Walter say? 
Age, tell me true, nor shake your locks in vain, 
Tresid back your paths, and be in love again ; 
In your young days did such a favouring hour 
Shew you the littleness of wealth and power, 
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Advent'rous climbers of the mountain's brow. 
While Love, their master, spreads his couch below. 
' My dearest Jane,' the untaught Walter cried. 
As half repeird he pleaded by her side ; 
' My dearest Jane, think of me as you may — ' 
Thus — still unutter'd what he strove to say. 
They breath'd in sighs the anguish of their minds, 
And took the path that led to neighbour Hind's. 

A secret joy the well-known roof inspir'd. 
Small was its store, and little they desir'd ; 
Jane dried her tears ; while Walter forward flew 
To aid the Dame ; who to the brink updrew 
The ponderous bucket as they reach'd the well. 
And scarcely with exhausted breath could tell 
How welcome to her cot the blooming pair. 
O'er whom she watch'd with a maternal care. 

* What ails thee, Jane V the wary matron cried ; 
With heaving breast the modest maid replied. 
Now gently moving back her wooden chair 

To shun tlie current of the cooling air ; 

* Not much, good Dame ; I'm weary by the veay: 
Perhaps, anon, I've something else to say.* 
Now, while the seed-cake crumbled on her knee. 
And snowy jasmine peeped in to see. 

And the transparent lilac at the door. 

Full to the sun its purple honours bore, 

The clam'rous hen her fearless brood displayed, 

And march'd around : while thus the matron said, 

* Jane has been weeping, Walter — prithee why 1 
I've seen her laugh, and dance, but never cry. 
But I can guess ; with her you should have been. 
When late I saw you loitering on the green ; 
I'm an old woman, and the truth may tell — 

I say then, boy, you have not used her well.* 
Jane felt for Walter — felt his cruel pain. 
While Pity's voice brought forth her tears again. 
' Don*t scold him. Neighbour, he has much to say 
Indeed he came and met me by the way.* 
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The Dame resum'd — * Why then, my children, why 
Do sach young bosoms heave the piteous sigh ? 
The ills of life to you are yet unknown — 
Death's severing shaft, and Poverty's cold frown : 
I've felt them both, by turns ; — but as they pass'd, 
Strong was my trust, and here I am at last. 
When I dwelt young and cheerful down the lanfe 
(And, though 1 say it, I was much like Jane), 
O'er flowery fields with Hind, I lov'd to stray. 
And talk, and laugh, and fool the time away : 
And Care defied — who not one pain could give, 
Till the thought came of how we were to live. 
And then Love plied his arrows thicker still ; 
And prov'd victorious — as he always will. 
We brav'd life's storm together ; while that drone, 
Your poor old uncle, Walter, liv'd alone. 
He died the other day : when round his bed 
No tender soothing tear Affection shed — 
Affection I 'twas a plant he never knew — 
Why should he feast on fruits he never grew V 

Walter caught fire : nor was he charm'd alone 
With conscious truth's firm elevated tone ; 
Jane from her seat sprang forward, half afraid. 
Attesting with a blush what Goody said. 
Her Lover took a more decided part — 
(O ! 'twas the very chord that touch'd his heart) — 
Alive to the best feelings man can prize, 
A bridegroom's transport sparkled in his eyes ; 
Love, conquering power, with unrestrictea range 
Silenced the arguments of time and change ; 
And led his vot'ry on, and bade him view. 
And prize the light-wing'd moments as they flew : 
All doubts gave way, all retrospective lore, 
Whence cooler reason tortur'd him before ; 
Comparison of times, the lab'rer's hire. 
And many a truth reflection might inspire. 
Sunk powerless. ' Dame, I am a foul,' he cried ; 
' Alone I might have reason'd till I died. 
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1 caused those tears of Jane's — ^but as they fell 
Plow much I felt none but ourselves can tell. 
While dastard fears withheld me from her si^ht, 
Sighs reign'd by day and hideous dreams by night; 
'Twas then the soldier's plume and rolling drum 
Seem'd for a while to stnke my sorrows dumb ; 
To fly from care then half resolv'd I stood, 
And without horror mus'd on fields of blood, 
But hope prevail'd. — Be then the sword resi^n'd ; 
And 111 make shares for those that stay behmd. 
And you, sweet Girl,' — He would have added more. 
Had not a glancing shadow at the door 
Announced a guest, who bore with winning grace 
His well-tim'd errand pictur'd in his face. 
Around with silent reverence they stood ; 
A blameless reverence — ^the man was good. 
Wealth he had some, a match for his desires, 
First on the list of active Country 'Squires. 
Seeing the youthful pair with downcast eyes, 
Unmov'd by summer flowers and cloudless skies. 
Pass slowly by his gate ; his book resign 'd, 
He watch'd their steps and foUow'd far behind, 
Bearing with inward joy, and honest pride, 
A trust of Walter's kinsman ere he died, 
A hard-eam'd mite, deposited with care. 
And with a miser's spirit worshipp'd there. 

He found what oft the generous bosom seeks. 
In the Dame's court'seys and Jane's blushing 

cheeks. 
That consciousness of worth, that freebom grace. 
Which waits on virtue in the meanest place. 

* Young man, I'll not apologize to you. 
Nor name intrusion, for my news is tme ; 
*Tis duty brings me here : your vrants I've heard. 
And can relieve : yet be the dead rever'd. 
Here, in this purse (what should have cheer'd a 

wife;. 
Lies half the savings of your uncle's life ! 
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I know your history, and your wishes know. 
And love to see the seeds of virtue grow. 
IVe a spare shed that fronts the public road ; 
Make that your shop ; Vl\ make it your abode. 
Thus much from me— the rest is but your due ;* 
That instant twenty pieces sprung to view. 

Goody, her dim eyes wiping, rais'd her brow. 
And saw the young pair look they knew not how ; 
Perils and power while humble minds forego, 
Who gives them half a kingdom gives them woe ; 
Comforts may be procur'd and want defied, 
Heav'ns! with howsmallasum,when right applied! 
Give Love and honest Industry their way. 
Clear but the sun-rise of life's little day. 
Those we term poor shall oft that weal^ obtain. 
For which th' ambitious sigh, but sigh in vain : 
Wealth that still brightens, as its stores increase ; 
The calm of conscience, and the reign of peace. 

Walter's enamour'd soul, from news like this. 
Now felt the dawnings of his future bliss ; 
E'en as the red-breast sheltering in a bower. 
Mourns the short darkness of a passing shower. 
Then, while the azure sky extends around. 
Darts on a worm that breaks the moistened ground. 
And mounts the dripping fence, with jo^ elate, 
And shares the prize triumphant with his mate ; 
So did the youth ; — the treasure straight became 
An humble servant to love's sacred flame : 
Glorious subjection ! — ^Thus his silence broke : 
Joy gave him words ; still quick'ning as he spoke. 

' Want was my dread, my wishes were but few } 
Others might doubt, but Jane those wishes knew : 
This gold may rid my heart of pains and sighs. 
But her true love is still my greatest prize. 
Long as I live, when this bright day comes round, 
Beneath my roof your noble deeds shall sound ; 
But, first, to make my gratitude appear, 
111 shoe your honour's horses for a year ; 
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If cloads should tbreatoi when your com is dnv^jj, 
111 lend a hand, and sonunon half the town ; 
If good betide, 1*\\ sound it in my songs. 
And be the fifst avenger of your wrongs : 
Though mde in manners, fiee I hope to lire : 
This ale 's not mine, no ale have I to give ; 
Yet, Sir, though Fortune Irown'd when I was bora. 
Let's drink eternal friendship from this horn. 
How much our present joy to you we owe. 
Soon our three belb shall let the neighbours know ; 
The sound shall raise e'en stooping age awhile. 
And erery maid shall meet you with a smile ; 
Long may you live* — the widi like lightning flew - 
By each repeated as the 'Squire withdrew. 
' Long may you live,' his feeling heart rejoin'd ; 
Leaving welU^eas'd such happy souk behind. 
Hope promis a fair to cheer them to the end. 
With Love their guide, and Goody for their friend. 
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THE MILLER'S MAID. 

A TALE. 



Near the high road upon a winding stream 
An honest Miller rose to wealth and fame : 
The noblest virtues cheer'd his lengthened days, 
And all the country echoed with his praise : 
His wife, the doctress of the neighb'rmg poor, 
Drew constant pray'rs and blessings round his door. 

One summers night (the hour of rest was come) 
Darkness unusual overspread their home ; 
A chilling blast was felt : the foremost cloud 
Snrinkled the bubbling pool ; and thunder loud, 
Though distant yet, menaced the country round. 
And fiU'd the heavens with its solemn sound. 
Who can retire to rest when tempests lour — 
Nor wait the issue of the coming hour ? 
Meekly resign'd she sat, in anxious pain ; 
He fill'd his pipe, and listen'd to the rain 
That battered furiously their strong abode, 
Roar'd in the damm, and iash'd the pebbled road : 
When, mingling with the storm, confused and wild. 
They heard, or thought they heard, a Screaming 
child : " [roar, 

The voice approached ; and 'midst the thunder's 
Now loudly begg'd for mercy at the door. 

Mercy was there : the Miller heard the call j 
His door he open'd ; when a sudden squall 
Drove in a wretched Girl ; who weeping stood, 
Whilst the cold rain dripp'd from her in a flood. 
With kind oiBciousness the tender Dame 
Rous'd up the dying embers to a flame > 

to: 
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Dry clothes procur*d, and cheer'd her shivering 

guest, 
And sooth*d the sorrows of her infant breast. 
But as she stript her shoulders, lily-white. 
What marks of cruel usage shocked their sight ! 
Weals, and blue wounds, most piteous to behold 
Upon a Child yet scarcely ten years old. 

The Miller felt his indignation rise. 
Yet, as the weary stranger clos'd her eyes. 
And seem'd fatigued beyond her strength and years, 
' Sleep, Child,' he said, 'and wipe away your tears. 
They watch'd her slumbers till the storm was done ; 
When thus the generous man again begun : 
' See, fluttering sighs that rise against her will. 
And agitating dreams disturb her still ! 
Dame, we should know before we go to rest. 
Whence comes this Girl, and how she came distrest. 
Wake her, and ask ; for she is sorely bruis'd : 
I long to know by whom she 's thus misused. 
' Child, what's your name ? how came you in 

the storm 1 
Have you no home to keep you dry and warm 1 
Who gave you all those wounds your shoulders 

show? 
Where are your parents'? Whither would you go?* 

The stranger, oursting into tears, look'd pale. 
And this the purport of her artless tale. 
' I have no parents, and no friends beside : 
I well remember when my mother died — 
My brother cried ; and so did I that day ; 
We had no father — he was gone away. 
That night we left our home new clothes to wear ; 
The Work-house found them ; we were carried 

there. 
We lov'd each other dearly ; when we met 
We always shared what trifles we could get. 
But George was older by a year than me : — 
He parted from me and was sent to sea. 
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" Good bye, dear Phoebe," the poor fellow said ! 
Perhaps heMl come again ; perhaps he 's dead. 
When I grew strong enough I went to place. 
My mistress had a sour ill-natured face ; 
And though I've been so often beat and chid, 
I strove to please her, Sir ; indeed, 1 did. 
Weary and spiritless to bed 1 crept. 
And always cried at night before I slept. 
This morning I offended ; and I bore 
A cruel beating, worse than all before. 
Unknown to all the house I ran away, 
And thus far travelled through the sultry day ; 
And, O don't send me back ! I dare not go — ' 

• I send you back !* the Miller cried, * no, no.! 
Th' appeals of wretchedness had weight with him, 
And sympathy would warm him every limb ; 

He mutter'd, glorying in the work begun, 

* Well done, my little wench ; 'twas nobly done !* 
Then said, with looks more cheering than the fire. 
And feelings such as pity can inspire, 

' My house has childless been this many a year ; 
While you deserve it you shall tarry here.' 
The orphan mark'd the ardour of his eye. 
Blest his kind words, and thank'd him with a sigh. 

Thus was the sacred compact doubly seal'd ; 
Thus were her spirits rais'd, her bruises heal'd : 
Thankful, and cneerful too, no more afraid. 
Thus little Phoebe was the Miller's Maid. 
Grateful they found her ; patient of control : 
A most bewitching gentleness of soul 
Made pleasure of what work she had to do : 
She grew in stature, and in beauty too. 

Five years she pass'd in this delightful home ; 
Five happy years : but, when the sixth was come, 
The Miller, from a market town hard by. 
Brought home a sturdy youth bis strength to try 
To raise the sluice gates early every mom. 
To heave his powder 'd sacks, and grind his corn. 
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And oieeting Phoebe, whom he lov'd so dear, 
* I've brought you home a husband, Girl ; d'ye hear. 
He begg'd for work ; his money seem'd but scant : 
Those that will work 'tis pity they should want 
So use him well, and we shall shortly see 
Whether he merits what I've done, like thee.' 

Now throbb'd her heart — a new sensation quite — 
Whene'er the comely stranger was in sight : 
For he at once assiduously strove 
To please so sweet a maid, and win her love. 
Al every comer stopp'd her in her way j 
And saw fresh beauties opening every dky. 
He took delight in tracing in her face 
l*be mantling blush, and every nameless grace, 
That sensibility would brin? to view. 
When love he mention'd — Jove and honour true. 
But Phoebe still was shy ; and wish'd to know 
More of the honest youth, whose manly brow 
She verily belie v'd was truth's own throne. 
And all his words as artless as her own : 
Most true she judg'd ; yet, long the youth forbore 
Divulging where, and how, he liv'd before ; 
And seem'd to strive his history to hide, 
Till fair esteem enlisted on his side. 
The Miller saw, and mention'd, in his praise 
The prompt fideli^ of all his ways : 
Till in a vacant hour, the dinner done, 
One day he joking cried, * Come here, my son ! 
'Tis pity that so good a lad as you 
Beneatli my roof should brmg disorders new ' 
But here 's my Phoebe — once so li|ht and airy 
She'd trip along the passage like a fairy — 
Has lost her swiftness quite, since here you came : 
And yet I can't perceive the Girl is lame ! 
The obstacles she meets with still fall thicker : 

Old as I am I'd turn a comer quicker.* 

The youth blush'd deep, and Phoebe hung her head. 
The good man smil'd, and thus again he said • 
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* Not that I deem it matter of surprise, 
That you should love to gaze at Pho&be's eyes ; 
But be explicit, Boy, and deal with honour : 
I feel my nappiness depend upon her. 
When here you came you'd sorrowr on your brow, 
And I've forborne to question you till now. 
First, then, say what thou art/ He instant bow'd. 
And thus in Phoebe's hearing spoke aloud : 
' Thus far experienced. Sir, in you I find 
All that is generous, fatherly, and kind ; 
And while you look for proofs of real worth, 
You'll not regard the meanness of my birth. 
When, pennyless and sad, you met with me, 
I'd just escaped the dangers of the sea ; 
Resolv'd to try my fortune on the shore, 
To get my bread, and trust the waves no more. 
Having no home, nor parents left behind, 
I'd all my fortune, all my friends to find. 
Keen disappointment wounded me that mom ! 
For, trav'lling near the spot where I veas bom, 
I at the well-knovm door where I was bred, 
Inquir'd who still was living, who was dead : 
But first, and most, I sought with anxious fear 
Tidings to gain of her who once was dear ; 
A Girl, wim all the meekness of the dove. 
The constant sharer of my childhood's love ; 
She call'd me brother — ^which I heard with pride, 
Though now suspect we are not so allied. 
Thus much I learn'd (no more the churls would 
She went to service, and she ran away, [say). 

And scandal added' ' Hold !' the Miller cried. 

And, in an instant stood at Phoebe's side ; 
For he observed, while listening lo the tale. 
Her spirits falter'd, and her cheeks turn'd pale ; 
Whilst her clasp'd hands descended to her knee, 
She, sinking, whisper'd forth, * O God, 'tis he !' 
The good Man, though he guess'd the pleasing truth. 
Was far too busy to inform the Youth 
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But stirr'd himaelf amain to aid his Wife, 
Who soon restored the trembler back to life. 
Awhile insensible she still appeared ; 
But, ' Oh my Brother !' was distinctly heard : 
The astonish d Youth now held her to his breast; 
And tears and kisses soon ezplain'd the rest. 

Past deeds now from each tongue alternate fell : 
for news of dearest import both could tell. 
Fondly, from childhood s tears to youth's full prime. 
They match'd the incidents of joking time ; 
And wOT'd, that when with Tyranny opprest. 
Poor Phoebe groan'd with wounds and broken rest, 
George felt no less : was harass'd and forlorn : 
A rope's-end foUow'd him both night and mom : 
And in that very storm when Phoebe fled. 
When the rain drenched her yet unsheltered head; 
That Tery stonn he en the ocean biav'd. 
The Tessel foundered, and the boy was say'd I 
Mysterious Heayen ! — and O with what delight — 
She told the happy issue of her flight : 
To his charm*d heart a living picture drew ; 
And gaye to hospitality its due ! 
The listening host observed the gentle pair. 
And ponder'd on the means that brought them 

there: 
Gonyinced, while tmimpeach'd their Virtue stood, 
Twas Heayen's high will that he should do them 

good. 
But now the uudous dame impatient grown. 
Demanded what the youth had heard or known. 
Whereon to ground those doubts but just ex- 

prest ; — 
Doubts, which must interest the feeling breast ; 
* Her brother wert thou, George 1 — how, prythee» 

say, 
Canst thou forego, or cast that name away Y 
No liying proofe haye I,' the youth replied. 
That we 1^ closest ties are not allied ; 
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But in my memory live, and ever will, 
A mother 8 dying words——! hear them still : 
She said, to one who watch'd her parting breath, 
" Don't separate the children at my death. 
They're not both mine : But " here the scelie 

wa&cWd, 
She died ; and left us helpless and expos-d ; 
Nor Time hath thrown, nor B^aaon^s opening 

power, 
One ftienaly ray on that benighted hour.* 

Ne'er did the Chieftains of a waning state 
Hear from the oracle their half-told fete 
With more religious fear, or m,ore suspense. 
Than Phoebe now endur'd :— for evei^ sense 
Became absorbed in this unwelcome theme ; 
Nay every meditatbn, every dream, 
Th inexplicable sentence held to view, 
" They're not both mine," was every morning 

new: 
For, till this hour, the Maid had never prov'd 
How far she was enthrall'd, how much she lov'd : 
In that fond character he first appear'd; 
His kindness charm'd her, and his smiles endear'd : 
This dubioos mystery the passion crost ; 
Her peace was wounded, and her lover lost. 
For George, with all his resolution strove 
To check the progress of his growing love 5 
Or, if he e'er mdulg'd a tender kiss, 
Th' unravell'd secret robb'd him of his bliss. 
Health's foe. Suspense, so irksome to be borne, * 
An ever-^piercing and retreating thorn. 
Hung on their hearts, when Nature bade them rise. 
And stole Content's bright ensign from their eyes. 
The good folks saw 3ie change, and griev'd to 

find 
These troubles labouring in Phoebe's mind ; 
They lov'd them both ; and with one voice propos'd 
The only meau whence Truth might be discuw'd, 
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That, when the summer months should shiink the 

rill, 
And scarce its languid stream would turn the mill. 
When the spring broods, and pigs, and lambs were 

xear'd 
(A time when Georee and Phcebe might be s^r'd). 
Their birth-place they should visit once again. 
To try with joint endEeavours to obtain 
From record, or tradition, what might be 
To chain, or set their chain'd affections free : 
Affinity beyond all doubt to prove ; 
Or clear the road for Nature and for Love. 

Never, till now, did PhoBbe count the houfs. 
Or think May long, or wish away its flowers ; 
With mutual sighs both fann'd the wings of Time ; 
As we climb hills and gladden as we climb. 
And reach at last the distant promis'd seat, 
Casting the glowing landscape at our feet. 
Oft had the morning rose with dew been wet, 
And oft the journeying sun in glory set, 
Beyond the willow'd meads of vigorous grass. 
The steep green hill, and woods they were to pass; 
When now the day arrived : impatience reign'd ; 
And George, — ^by trifling obstacles detain'd, — 
His bending blackthorn on the threshold prest. 
Surveyed the windward clouds, and hop'd tne best. 
Phoebe, attir'd with every modest grace. 
While health and beauty revell'd m her face. 
Came forth ; but soon evinc'd an absent mind. 
For, back she tum'd for something left behind ; 
Again the same, till George grew tir'd of liome. 
And peevishly ezclaim'd, ' Come, Pho&be, come. 
Another hindrance yet he had to feel : 
As from the door they tripp'd with nimble heel, 
A poor old man, foot-founder'd and alone. 
Thus urgent spoke, in Trouble's genuine tone : 
' My pretty Maid, if happiness you seek. 
May disappointment never fade your cheek !-*- 
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Your's be the joy ; — ^yet, feel another's woe : 

leave some little gift before you go.' 

His words struck home ; and back she tam'd again, 
(The ready friend of indigence and pain), 
To banish hunger from his shattered frame ,* 
And close behind her, lo, the miller came, 
With jug in hand, and cried, ' George, why such 

haste '{ 
Here ; take a draught ; and let that soldier taste/ 
' Thanks for your boun^, Sir ;' the veteran said ; 
Threw down his wallet, and made bare his head ; 
And straight beean, though miz'd with doubts and 
Th* unprefac'd history of his latter years, [fears, 
' I crossed th' Atlantic with our regiment brave, 
Where sickness sweeps whole regiments to the 

grave; 
Yet I've escap'd ; and bear my arms no more ; 
My ape discharged me when I came on shore. 
My wife, I've heard,' — and here he wip'd his eyes,— 
' In the cold comer of the church-yard lies. 
By her consent it was I left my home : 
Employment fail'd, and poverty was come ; 
The bounty tempted me ; — she had it all : 
We parted ; and I've seen my betters fall. 
Yet, as I'm spared, though in this piteous case, 
I'm travelling homeward to my native place ; 
Though should I reach that dear remember'd spot» 
Perhaps old Grainger will be quite forgot.' 

All eyes beheld young George with wonder start : 
Strong were the secret bodings of his heart ; 
Yet not indulg'd : for he with doubts survey'd 
By turns the stranger, and the lovely maid. 
' Had you- no children V — ' Yes, young man ; I'd 
A boy, if still he lives, as old as you : [two: 

Yet not my own ; but likely so to prove ; 
Though but the pledge of an unlawful love : 

1 cherish'd him, to hide a sister's shame : 
He shar'd my best affections, and my name. 
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iiat wby, young folks, should I detain you here 7 
Oo : and may blessings wait upon your cheer, 

I too will travel on ; perhaps to find 

The only treasure that I left behind. 
Such kindly thought my fiunting hopes revive !^ 
Phcebe, my cherub, art thou yet alive V 
Could nature hold !— Could youthful love for* 

bear! 
George clasp'd the wond'ring maid, and whisper'd, 

'There! 
You're mine for ever ! — O, sustain the rest ; 
And hush the tumult of your throbbing breast.' 
Then to the Soldier turn d, with manly pride, 
And fondly led his long-intended bride : 
' Here, s^ your child ; nor wish a sweeter flow'r. 
1^ George that speaks ; thoult bless the happy 
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Nay, be composed ; for all will yet be well. 
Though here our history's too long to tell. * 

A lon^lost father found, the mystery clear'd, 
What mmgled transports in her face appeared! 
The gazing veteran stood with hands uprais*d — 
' Art thou indeed my child ! then, uod be 

prais'd.' 
O'er his rough cheeks the tears profusely spread : 
Such as fools say become not men to shed ; 
Past hours of bliss, regenerated charms. 
Rose, when he felt his daughter in his arms : 
So tender was the scene, me generous dame 
Wept, as she told of Phoebe's virtuous fame, 
Ana die good host, with gestures passing strange^ 
Abstract^ seem'd through fidds of joy to range : 
Rejoicing that his favoured roof should prove 
Virtue's asylum, and the nurse of love ; 
Rejoicing that to him the tatik was given. 
While his full soul was mounting up to Heav'tt. 

But now, as from a dream his reason sprung. 
And heartieit greetings dwelt upon his tongue : 
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The sounding kitchen floor at once received 
The happy group, with all their fears relieved : 
' Soldier/ he cned, * youVe found your girl ; 'tis 
But suffer mc to be a father too ; [true . 

For, never child that blest a parent's knee. 
Could shew more duty than she has to me. 
Strangely she came ; Affliction chas'd her hard t 
I pitieid her ; — and this is my reward ! 
Here sit you down ; recount your perils o'er : 
Henceforth be this your home ; and grieve no mora: 
Plenty hath shower'd her dewrdrops on my.head; 
Care visits not my t9,ble, npr my bed. 
My heart's warqn wiahQS thus then I fhlfiL: — 
My d^n^e and I can livA without the Mill : 
George, take the whol« ; I'll near you still remain, 
To guide your judgment in the choice of igrain : 
In virtue's path commence your prosperous life ; 
And firom my hand receive your worthy wifa 
Rise, Phoebe ; rise, my girl ! — kneel not to me ; 
But to that PoVr who interpos'd for .the6. 
Integrity hath mark'd your favourite youth ; 
Fair budding Honour, Constancy, and Truth : 
Go to his anus ; — and may Unsullied joys 
Bring smiling round me, rosy girls and bo^ ! 
Ill love them for thy sake, iuid may your days 
Glide on, as glides the stream that nevw stays ; 
Bright as whose shingled bed, till life's, decline. 
May all your worth, and all your virtiies shfoe 1* 



THE WIDOW 



TO 



HER HOUR-GLASS. 



Come, friend, I'll turn thee up again : 
Companion of the lonely hour ! 
Spring thirty times hath fed with rain 
And cloth'd with leaves my humble bower. 

Since thou hast stood 

In frame of wood. 
On chest or window by my side : 
At every birth still thou wert near. 
Still spoke thine admonitions clear, — 

And, when my husband died. 

IVe often watch'd thy streaming sand. 
And seen the growing mountain rise. 
And often found Life s hopes to stand 
On props as weak in Wisdom's eyes : 

Its conic crown 

Still sliding down, 
Affain heap'd up, then down again ; 
The sand above more hollow grew. 
Like days and years still filtering through. 

And mingling joy and pain. 

While thus I spin and sometimes sing, 

iFor now and then my heart will glow) 
'hou measur'st Time's expanding wing : 
By thee the noontide hour I know : 
Though silent thou. 
Still Shalt thou flow. 
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And jog along thy destined way: 
But when I glean the sultry fields. 
When earth her yellow harvest yields. 
Thou gett'st a holiday. 

Steady as truth, on either end 
Thy aaily task performing well, 
Thou'rt meditation's constant friend. 
And strik'st the heart without a bell : 

Come, lovely May ! 

Thy lengthen*d day 
Shall gild once more my native plain ; 
Curl inward here, sweet woodbine flow*r ' 
' Companion of the lonely hour, 

' III turn thee up again. 
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* O Winds, howl not so long and loud ; 

Nor with your vengeance arm the snow : 
Bear hence each heavy-loaded cloud ; 
And let the twinkling star-beams glow. 

' Now sweeping floods rush down the slope. 
Wide scattermg ruin. — Stars, shine soon ! 

No other light my Love can hope : 
Midnight will want the joyous Motm. 

^ O guardian Spirits ! — Ye that dwell 
Where woods, and pits, and hollow ways. 

The lone night-trav'ller's fancy swell 
\yith fearful tales, of older days, — 

' Press round him : — guide his willing steed 
Through darkness, dangers, currents, snows ; 

Wait where, from sheltering thickets freed. 
The dreary heath's rude whirlwind blows. 

' From darkness rushing o'er his way, 
The thorn's white load it bears on high ! 

Where the short furze all shrouded lay. 
Mounts the dried grass ;— earth's bosom dry. 

* Then o'er the hill with furious sweep 

It rends the elevated tr ee 
Sure-footed beast thy road thoult keep : 
Nor storm nor darkness startles thee ! 

' O blest assurance, (trusty steed,} 
To thee the buried road is known ; 

Home, ail the spur thy footsteps need. 
When loose the frozen rein is thrown. 
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' Between the roaring blasts that shake 

The naked elder at the door. 
Though not one prattler to me speak. 

Their sleeping sighs delight me more* 

' Sound is their rest : — ^they little know 
What pain, what cold, their Father feels ; 

But dream, perhaps, they see him now. 
While each the promised orange peels 

' Would it were so ! — ^the fire bums bright, 
And on the waiming trencher gleams ; 

In Expectation's raptur'd sight 
How precious his arrival seems ! 

* I'll look abroad ! — 'tis piercing cold !— 
How the bleak wind assails his breast ! 

Yet some faint light mqie eyes behold . 
The stonn is verging o'er the west 

' There shines a star ! — O welcome sight ! — 
Through the thin vapours bright'ning still I 

Yet, 'twas beneath the fairest msht 
The murd'rer stain'd yon londy hill. 

' Mercy, kind Heaven ! such thoughts dispel ! 

No voice, no footstep can I hear ! 
(Where night and silence brooding dwell. 

Spreads thy cold reign, heart-chilling Fear.) 

< Distressing hour ! uncertain fatte ! 

O Mercy, Mercy, guide him home ! — 
Hark !— ^en I heard the distant gate, 

Repeat it. Echo ; quickly, come ! 



« One minute now will ease my 
Or, still more wretched must I be? 

No : surely Heaven has spared our tears : 
I see him, cloth'd in snow ; 'tts he.- 
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* Where have you stay'd ? put down your load. 

How have you borne the storm, the coldt 
What horrors did 1 not forbode 

That beast is worth its weight in gold.' 

Thus spoke the joyful wife ; — ^then ran 
And hid in grateful steams her head : 

Dapple was hous'd, the hungry man 
with joy glanc'd o'er the children's bed. 

' What, all asleep ! — so best ;* he cried : 
* O what a night I've travell'd through ! 

Unseen, unheard, I might have died ; 
But Heaven has brought me safe to you. 

' Dear partner of my nights and days. 
That smile becomes thee ! — Let us then 

Learn, though mishap may cross our ways. 
It is not ours tn reckon when.' 



THE 

FAKENHAM GHOST. 

A BALLAD. 



The lawns were dry in Euston park ; 

(Here truth* inspires my tale) 
The lonely footpath, still and dark. 

Led over hill and dale. \ 

Benighted was an ancient dame. 

And fearful haste she made 
To gain the vale of Fakenham, 

And hail its willow shade. 

Her footsteps knew no idle stops. 

But foUow'd faster still ; 
And echo'd to the darksome copse 

That whisper'd on the hill ; 

Where clam'rous rooks, yet scarcely hush'd. 

Bespoke a peopled shade ; 
And many a wing the foliage brush'd. 

And hovering circuits made. 

The dappled herd of grazing deer 

That sought the shades by day. 
Now started from her path with fear. 

And gave the stranger way. 

Darker it mrew ; and darker fears 

Came o er her troubled mind ; 
When now, a short quick step she hears 

Come patting close behind. 

• Thi« Ballad l> f<rand«d on a (tut. The circttmrtance occurred 
D^^rhaiM looff before 1 wu bom; bnt l« atlll rebUed by my 
iv other, aoaaome of the oldest inhaUtanti in that part of tH 
country. R. B. 

183 



M TRB FAKENHAM GHOST. 

6he tom'd ; it stopped ' — nought could she 

Upon the gloomy plain ! 
But, as she strove the sprite to flee. 

She heard the same again. 

Now terror seiz'd her quaking frame : 

For, when the path was bare. 
The trotting Ghost kept on the same ! 

She mutter'd many a pray'r. 

Yet once again, amidst her fright 
She tried what sight could do ; 

When through the cheating glooms of night 
A MONSTER stood in yiew. 

Regardless of whatever she felt. 

It followed down the plain ! 
She own'd her sins, and down she knelt, 

And said her pray'rs again. 

Then on she sped : and hope grew strong. 

The white park gate in view ; 
Which pushing hard, so long it swung 

That Gliott and all pass'd through. 

Loud fell the gate against the post ! 

Her heart-strings uke to crack : 
For, much she feaur'd the grisly ghost 

Would leap upon her back. 

Still on, pat, pat, the goblin went. 

As it had done before :— > 
Her strength and resolution spent 

She famted at the door. 

Out came her husband much surprised : 

Out came her daughter dear : 
Good-natur'd souls ! all unadvised 

Of what they had to fear. 
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THE FAKBNHAM GHOST. «S 

The candle's gleam pierced through the night. 

Some short space o'er the green ; 
And there the Uttle trotting sprite 

Distinctly might be seen. 

An ass* s foal had lost ltd dam 

Within the spacious park ; 
And simple as the playrol lamb, 

Had followed in the dark. 

No goblin he ; no imp of sin : 

No crimes had ever known. 
They took the shaggy stranger in, 

And rear'd him as their own. 

His little ho«fs would rattle roand 

Upon the cottage floor : 
The matron learn'd to love the sound 

That frighten'd her before. 

A favourite the Ghost became ; 

And, 'twas his fate to thrive : 
And long he liv'd and spread his fame. 

And kept the joke alive. 

For many a laugh went through the vale i 

And some conviction too : — 
Each thought some other goblin tale. 

Perhaps, was just as true. 



THE 



FRENCH MARINER. 



A BALLAD 



An old French Mariner am I, 

Whom time hath rendered poor and gray ; 
Hear, conquering Britons, ere I die. 

What anguish prompts me thus to say. 

Tve rode o'er many a dreadful wave, 
I've seen the reeking blood descend : 

I've heard the last groans of the brave ; 
The shipmate dear, the steady friend. 

'Twas when De Grasse the battle join*d 
And struck, on April's fatal mom : 

I left three smiling boys behind. 
And saw my country's lily torn. 

There, as 1 brav'd the storms of fate. 
Dead in my arms my brother fell ; 

Here sits forlorn his widow'd mate. 
Who weeps whene'er the tale I tell. 

Thy reign, sweet Peace, was o'er too soon ; 

War, piecemeal, robs me of my joy : 
For, on tne bloodstain'd first of June 

Death took my eldest favourite Boy. 

The other two enraged arose, 

' Our country claims our lives,' they said. 
With them 1 lost my soul's repose. 

That fatal hour my last hope fled. 

With Brueys the proud Nile they sought : 
Where one in Img'ring wounds ezpir'd ; 

While yet the other bravely fought 
The Orient's magazine was fir d. 
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And most I mourn my country's shame t 
And envious curae the conauering foe ? 

No more I feel that thirst of tame ; — 
All I can feel is private woe. 

E'en all the joy that vict'ry brings, 
^Her bellowing guns, and flaming pride) 

Cold, momentary comfort flings 
Around where weeping friends reside : 

Whose bliffhted bud no sun shall cheer. 
Whose- lamp of life no longer shine : 

Some parent, brother, child, most dear. 
Who ventured, and who died like mine. 

Proud-cre8t«d fiend, the world*8 worst foe, 
Ambition ! canst thou boast one deed. 

Whence no unsightljr homm flow. 
Nor private peace is seen to bleed 7 

Ah ! why do these old eyes remain 

To see succeeding mornings rise ! 
My wife is dead, my children slain, 

And poverty is aU my prize. 

Yet shall not poor enfeebled age 

Breathe forth revenue ; b ut rather say, 
O God, who seest the battle's rage, 

Take from men's hearts that rage away ! 

From the vindictive tongue of strife, 

Bid hatred and false glory flee ; 
That babes may meet advancing life. 

Nor feel the woes that light on me. 



DOLLY. 

* Ingenuout trwt, and confidence of Love* 



The Bat be^ with giddy wing 
His circuit round the shed, the tree ', 

And clouds of dancing gnats to ^g 
A summer-night's serenity. 

Darkness crept slowly o'er the East \ 
Upon the barn-roof watch'd the cat ; 

Sweet breathM the ruminating beast 
At rest where Dolly musing sat. 

A simple Maid, who could employ 
The silent lapse of evening mild, 

And lov*d its solitary joy : 

For Dolly was Reflection's child. 

He who had pledged his word to be 
Her life's dear guardian, far away. 

The flow'r of Yeoman Cavalry, 

Bestrode a steed with trappmgs gay. 

And thus from memory's treasur'd sweets, 
And thus from love's pure fount she drew 

That peace, which busy care defeats 
And bids our pleasures bloom anew. 

Six weeks of absence have I borne 
Since Henry took his fond farewell : 

The charms of that delightful mom 
My tong-ie could thus for ever tell 

He at my window whistling loud, 
Arous d my lightsome heart to go : 

Day, conqu'ring climb'd from cloud to cloud 
The fields all wore a purple glow. 
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We strollM the bord'ring flowers Among : 

One hand the bridle held behind ; 
The other round my waist was flun^ : 

Sure never Youth spoke half so land ! 

The rising lark I could hut hear ; 

And jocund seem'd the song to be : 
But sweeter sounded in my ear. 

Will Dolly still be true to me 1 

From the rude Dock my skirt had swept 
A fringe of clinging burrs so green ; 

Like them our hearts still closer crept, 
And hook'd a thousand holds unseen. 

High o'er the road each branching bough 

Its globes of silent dew had shed ; 
And on the pure-wash'd sand below 

The dimpling drops around had spread. 

The sweet-briar oped its pink-eyed rose, 
And gave its fragrance to the gale ; 

Though modest flow'rs may sweets disclose* 
More sweet was Henry's earnest tale. 

He seem'd, methought, on that dear morn* 

To- pour out all his heart to me ; 
As if, the separation borne. 

The coming hours would joyless be. 

A bank rose high beside the way, 

And full against the morning sun ; 
Of heav'nly blue there violets gay 

His hand invited one by one. 

The posey with a smile he gave ; 

I saw his meaning in his eyes * 
The wither'd treasure still I have ; 

My bosom holds the fragrant prize. 
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OOLLT. 



With his faoHdsB he would have vow'd ; 

But blesainsB crowding forced their way x 
Then mounted he his oouiser proud ; 

His ttme elaps'd he could not stay. 

Then first I felt the porting pong ; — 
Sure the wnrst pang the lever feels ! 

His horse unruly nom me sprang, 
The pebbles flew beneath his heels; 

Then down the road his vigour tried, 

His rider gazing, gaaing still ; 
' My dearest. 111 be tme,' he cried :^ 

And, if he lives, I'm sure he will. 

Then haste, ye hours, haste, eve and mom. 
Yet strew your blessings round my home : 

Ere winter's blast shall strip the thom 
My pmmis'd joy, my love, will 
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LINES, 

OCCASIONED BY 

A VISIT TO WHITTLEBURY FOREST, 

NORTHAMPTOlfSHIRE, 

IN AUGUST, 1800. 

Addressed to my Children* 



Genius of the forest shades ! 

Lend thy pow'r, and lend thine oar ! 
A stranger trod thy lonely glades, 

Aini<&t thy dark and bounding deer.; 
Inquiring childhood claims the verse, 

O let them not inquire in vain ; 
Be with me while I thus rehearse 

The glories of thy sylvan reign. 

Thy dells by wint'ry currents worn, 

oecluded haunts, how dear to me ! 
From all but nature's converse borne. 

No ear to hear, no eye to see. 
Their honour'd leaves the green oaks rear'd. 

And crown'd the upland's graceful sweU; 
While answering through the vale was heaid 

Each distant hmfer's tinkling bell. 

Hail, greenwood shades, that stretching far. 
Defy e'en summer'a Jioondde pow'r. 

When August in bis burning car 
Withholds the cloud, withholds the shovr'r. 
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The deep-ton'd low from either hill, 
Down hazle aisles and arches green 

(The herd's rude tracks from rill to rill); 
Roar'd echoing through the solemn scene. 

From my charm'd heart the numbers sprung^ 

Though birds had ceas'd the choral lay : 
I pour'd wild raptures from m]^ tongue. 

And gave delicious tears their way. 
Then, darker shadows seeking still» 

Where human foot had seldom stray'd, 
I read aloud to every hill 

Sweet Emma's love, ' the Nut-brown Maidi 

Shaking his matted mane on high 

The eazing colt would rause his head ; 
Or, tim rous doe would rushing fly, 

And leave to me her grassy bed : 
Where, as the azure sky appeared 

Through bow'rs of every varying form, 
'Midst the deep gloom methought I heaid 

The daring progress of the storm. 

How would each sweeping ponderous bough 

Besist, when straight the whirlwind cleaves* 
Dashing in strengthening eddies through 

A roaring wilderness of leaves ! 
How would the prone descending show'r 

From the green canopy rebound ! 
How would the lowland torrents pour 1 

How deep the pealing thunder sound ! 

But peace was there : no lightnings blaz'd :— 

No clouds obscur'd the face of Heav'n : 
Down each ereen op'ning while I gaz'd 

My thoughts to home, and you, were giv'n* 
O tender mmds ! in life's gay mom 

Some clouds must dim your coming day ; 
Yet, bootless riride and falsehood scorn, 

And peace uke this shall cheer your way. 
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Now at the dark wood's stately side» 

Well pleased I met the sun a^ain ; 
Here fleeting Fancy travell'd wide ! 

My seat was destin'd to the main : 
For, many an oak lay stretched at length. 

Whose trunks (with bark no longer sheath'd) 
Had reached their full meridian strength 

Before your father's father breath'd ! 

Perhap they'll many a conflict brave, 

And many a dreadful storm defy ; 
Then groanmg o'er the adverse wave 

Bring home the flag of victory. 
Go, then, proud oaks ! we meet no more ! 

Go, grace the scenes to me denied. 
The white clifis round my native shore. 

And the loud ocean's swelling tide. 

' Genius of the forest shades,' 

Sweet, from the heights of thy domain. 
When the gray ev'ning shadow fades. 

To view the country's golden ^am ! 
To view the gleaming village spire 

'Midst distant groves unknown to me ; 
Groves, that grown bright in borrow'd fire 

Bow o'er the peopled vales to thee ! 

Where was thy elfin train that play 

Round Wake's huge oak, their favourite tree t 
May a poor son of song thus say. 

Why were they not reveal 'd to me? 
Yet, smiling faines left behind, 

Afiection brought you to my view ; 
To love and tenderness resign d, 

I sat me aown and thougnt of you. 

When morning still unclouded rose, 
Befresh'd with sleep and joyous dreams. 

Where fruitful fields with woodlands close, 
T trac'd the birth of various streams. 
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WHITTLBBURT F0BB8T. 



From beds of clay, here creeping riUs 
Unseen to parent Ouse would steal ; 

Or, gushin? from the northward hills. 
Would fitter through Toves' winding dale. 

But ah ! ye cooling springs, farewell I 

Herds, I no more vour freedom share ; 
But long my grateful tong^ue shall tell 

What brought your gazmg stranger there. 
' Genius of the forest shades, 

' Lend thy power, and lend thine ear ;' 
Let dreams stul lengthen thy long ff]ades» 

And bring thy peace and silence Iwm* 
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SONG 
FOR A HIGHLAND DROVER, 

RXTITRNXNO FROM B90LAKD. 



Now fare-thee-well, England; no further I'll 

roam; 
But follow my shadow that pomts the way home : 
Your gay southern shores shall not tempt me to 

stay, 
For my Maggy's at home, and my children at play! 
*Ti8 this maizes my bonnet sit light on my brow. 
Gives my sinews their strength and my bosom its ' 

glow. 

Farewell, mountaineers ! my companions, adieu ; 
Soon, many long nules when I'm sever'd from you, 
I shall miss your white horns on the brink of the' 

bourne, 
And o'er the rough heaths, where youll never' 

return : 
But in brave English pastures you cannot complain. 
While your Drover speeds baxikto his Maggy again. 

O Tweed ! gentle Tweed, as I pass your green 

vales, 
More than life, more than love my tir'd spirit in* 

hales ; 
There Scotland, my darling, lies full in my view. 
With her bare-footed lasses and mountains so blue: 
To the mountains away ; my heart bounds like 

the hind ; 
For home is so sweet, and my Maggy so kind. 

As day after day I still follow my course. 
And m fancy trace back every stream to ill 
source, 
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106 HIGHLAND DROVER. 

Hope cheers me up hills, where the road lies be- 
fore 

O'er hills just as high, and o'er tracks of wild 
moor; 

The keen polar star nightly rising to view ; 

Bnt Maggy's my star, just as steady and true. 

ghosts of my fathers ! O heroes look down ! 
Fix my wandering thoughts on your deeds of 

renown, 
For the glory of Scotland reigns warm in my breast, 
And fortitude grows both from toil and from rest; 
May your deeds and your worth be for ever in 

view. 
And may Maggy bear sons not unworthy of you« 

Love, why do you urge me, so weary and poor ? 

1 cannot step raster, I cannot do more ; 

I've pass'd silver Tweed ; e'en the Tay flows be- 
hind; 
Yet fatigue I'll disdain ; — ^my reward I shall find ; 
Thou, sweet smile of innocence, thou art my prize ; 
And the joy that will sparkle in Maggy's blue eyes. 

Sbell watch to the southward ; — ^perhaps she will 

sigh. 
That the way is so long and the mountains so 

high J 
Perhaps some huge rock in the dusk she may see, 
And will say in her fondness, 'That surely is hef 
Good wife you're deceiv'd ; I'm still far from my 

home: 
Go, sleep, my dear Maggy, — to-morrow 111 coiue. 
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A WORD 



TO 



TWO YOUNG LADIES. 



When tender rose-trees first receive 
On half-expanded leaves, the shower -, 

Hope's gayest pictures we believe. 
And anxious^watch each coming flower. 

Then, if beneatH the genial sun 

That spreads abroad the full-blown May^ 
Two infant stems the rest out-run. 

Their buds the first to meet the day— 

With joy their opening tints we view. 
While morning's precious moments fly : 

My pretty maids, 'tis thus with you. 
The fond admmng gazer, I. 

Preserve, sweet buds, where'er you be. 
The richest gem that decks a wife-— 

The charm of female modesty s 
And let sweet music give it life. 

Still may the favouring Muse be found : 
Still circumspect the paths ye tread : 

Plant moral truths in Fancy's ground ; 
And meet old age without a dread. 

Yet, ere that comes, while yet ye quaff 
The cup of health without a pain, 

111 shake my gray hairs when you laugh. 
And, when you sing, be young again. 
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Both the yonny Ladies had addresaed to me a few 
complimentary lines (and I am sorry tiiat those ot 
the elder raster were nerer in my possession); in 
return for which I sent the •bore. It was reoeirel 
on the day on which the younger completed her 
ninth year. Sorely it cannot be ascribed to ranity 
if, in gratitude to a most amiable fiamily, I here pre- 
aerre Terb«timjui.eANrtof-achildnineyennBoId. I 
hare the more pleasure in doing it, becanse / know 
them to be her own. B* B« 



< Accept, dear Bard, tibe Vase's gemdne thoad^ 
And take not ill -the tiilmto of my heart »■ ■■ 
For thee the lanrcat wreath of praise IH bind; 
None that hare read iStKf mmmfiwdahia mind 
Can let it pass mmotioed— nor can I — 
Fbr by thy lays I know- thy sympathy ' ^. F. 
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on HEARING 



OF 



THE TRANSULTION 

OP 

PART OF THE FARMER'S BOY 

INTO LATIN 



By the Rev, Mr, C- 



Hey Giles ! in wfattt new garb art drest ? 

For Lads like you methmks a bold one ; 
I'm glad to see thee so carest ; 

But, hark ye ! — don't despise your old one. 

Thon'rt not the first by many a Boy 

Who've found abroad good friends to own 'em; 
Then, in such coats have shewn their joy 

E'en their own Fathers have not known 'em. 
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NANCY:— A SONG. 



You ask me, dear Nancy, what makes me presume 
That you cherish a secret affection for me 1 

When we see the flow'rs bud, don't we look for 
the bloom ? 
Then, sweetest, attend while I answer to thee. 

When we young men with pastimes the twilight 
beguile, , 

I watch your plump cheek till it dimples with joy: 
And observe, that whatever occasions the smile, 

You give me a glance ; but provokingly coy. 

Last month, when wild strawberries, pluckt in the 
grove. 
Like beads on the tall seeded grass you had 
strung, 
You gave me the choicest ; I hoped 'twas for love ; 
And I told you my hopes while the nightingale 
sung. 

Remember the viper : — ^'twas close at your feet. 
How you started, and threw yourself into my 
arms; 

Not a strawberry there was so ripe nor so sweet 
As the lips which I kiss'd to subdue your alarms. 

As I puU'd down the clusters of Nuts for my Fair, 
Wnat a blow I received from a strong bending 
bough; 

Though Lucy and other gay lasses were there. 
Not one of them shewed such compassion as you* 
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Ill 



And waa it compassion ? — by Ireuven 'twas more ! 

A tell-tale betrays you ; — ^that blush on your 

cheek : 

Then come, dearest maid, all your triflin? give o'er. 

And whisper what candour will teach you to 

speak. 

Can you stain my fair honour with one broken 
vow? 

Can you say that IVe ever occasion*d a pain 1 
On truth's honest base let your tenderness grow: 

1 swear to be faithful, again and again. 
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ROSY HANNAH. 



A SPRING oVhuDg with many a flow'r. 

The gray sand dancing in its bed, 
Embank'd beneath a hawthorn bower. 

Sent forth its waters near my head : 
A rosy lass approach'd my view ; 

I caught her blue eye's modest beam : 
The stranger nodded ' How d'ye do V 

And leap'd across the infant stream. 

The water heedless ^ass'd away : 

With me her glowin? image stay'd : 
I strove from that auspicious day. 

To meet and bless the lovely maid. 
I met her where beneath our feet 

Through downy moss the wild-thyme grew; 
Nor moss elastic, flow'rs though sweet, 

Match'd Hannah's cheek of rosy hue. 

I met her where the dark woods wave, ' 

And shaded verdure skirts the plain ; 
And when the pale moon rising gave 

New glories to her cloudy train. 
From her sweet cot upon the moor 

Our plighted vows to heaven are flown ; 
Truth made me welcome at her door. 

And rosy Hannah m my own. 
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SONG. 



THE SHEPHBRD AND HIS DOG ROVER. 



Rover, awake ! the gray cock crows ! 

Come, shake your coat and go with me ! 
Hieh in the east the green hill glows; 

And glory crowns our sheltering tree. 
The sheep expect us at the fold: 

My faithful Dog, let's haste away. 
And in his earliest beams behold. 

And hail, the source of cheerful day. 

Half his broad orb overlooks the hill, 

And, darting down the valley flies : 
At every casement welcome still ; 

The golden summons of the skies. 
Go, fetch my staff; and o'er the dews 

Let echo waft thy gladsome voice. 
Shall we a cheerful note refuse 

When rising mom proclaims, ' Rejoice 1* 

Now then we'll start ; and thus I'll sling 

Our store, a trivial load to bear : 
Yet, ere night comes, should hunger sting, 

I'll not encroach on Rover's share. 
The fresh breeze bears its sweets along ; 

The lark but chides us while we stay : 
Soon shall the vale repeat my song ; 

Go, brush before, away, away. 
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HUNTING SONG. 



fE darksome woods where echo dwells. 
Where everjr bud with freedom swells 

To meet the glorious day : 
The morning brea^ ; aeain rejoice ; 
And with old BingmxxPs well-known voice 

Bid tuneful echo play. 

We come, ye groves, ye hills, we come : 
The vagrant fox shall hear his doom, . 

And dread our jovial train. 
The shrill horn sounds, the courser flies, 
While every sportsnuin joyful cries, 

' There's Ringwooa*s voice again.' 

Ye meadows, hail the coming throng : 
Ye peaceful streams that wind along. 

Repeat the hark-away t 
Far o'er the downs, ye gales that sweeps 
The daring oak that crowns the steep. 

The roaring peal convey. 

The chiming notes of cheerful hounds. 
Hark ! how the hollow dale resounds ; 

The sunny hills how gay. 
But where 's the note, brave dog, like thine 1 
Then urge the steed, the chorus join, 

Tis Ringwood leads the way. 
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LUCY:^^ SONG. 



Thy favourite Bird is soaring Btill : 
My Lucy, haste thee o'er the dale ; 
The stream 's let loose, and firom the mill 
All silent comes the balmy gale ', 
Yet, so lightly on its way. 
Seems to whisper, ' Hohday/ 

The pathway flowers that bending meet 
And give the meads their yellow hue. 
The May-bush and the meadow sweet 
Reserve their fragrance all for you. 

Why then, Lucy, why delay 1 

Let us share the holiday. 

Since there thy smiles, my charming maid, 
Are with unfeigned rapture seen. 
To beauty be the homage paid ! 
Come, claim the triumph of the green. 

Here's my hand, come, come away ; 

Share the merry holiday. 

A promise too my Lucy made, 
(And shall my heart its claim resign 1) 
That ere May-flowers again should fade. 
Her heart and hand should both be mine. 

Hark ye, Lucy, this is May ; 

Love shall crown our holiday. 
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WINTER SONG. 



Dear Boy, throw that icicle down. 
And sweep this deep snow from the door 

Old Winter comes on with a frown -, 

. A terrible fr^wn for the poor. 

In a season so rude and forlorn 
How can age, how can infancy bear 

The silent ne^ect and the scorn 
Of those who have plenty to spare ? 

Fresh broach'd is my cask of old ale, 

Well-tim'd now the frost is set in ^ 
Here's Job come to tell us a tale. 

We'll make him at home to a pin. 
While my wife and I bask o'er the fire. 

The roll of the seasons will prove. 
That Time may diminish desire. 

But cannot extinguish true love. 

O the pleasures of neighbourly chat. 

If you can but keep scandad away. 
To learn what the world has been at. 

And what the great orators say , 
Though the wind through the crevices sing. 

And hail down the chimney rebound ; 
I'm happier than many a king 

While the bellows blow hoBs to the sound. 

Abundance was never my lot : 
But out of the trifle that's given, 

That no curse may alight on my cot, 
111 distribute the bounty of Heaven ^ 
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The fool and the slave gather wealth : 
But if ] add nought to my store. 

Yet while 1 keep conscience in health, 
Tve a mine that will never grow poor. 



PEACE, 



Halt ! ye legions, sheathe your steel : 

Blood grows precious ; shed no more : 
Cease your toils ; your wounds to heal : 

Lo ! beams of mercy reach the shore ! 
From realms of everlasting light 

The favoured guest of Heaven is come : 
Prostrate your Banners at the sight. 

And bear the glorious tidings home. 

The plunging corpse with half-clos'd eyes. 

No more shall stain th' unconscious brine -, 
Yon pendant gay, that streaming flies,* 

Around its idle staff shall twine. 
Behold ! along th' etherial sky 

Her beams o'er conquering navies spread ; 
Peace ! Peace ! the leaping sailors cry. 

With shouts that mignt arouse the dead. 

Then forth Britannia's thunder pours ; 

A vast reiterated sound ! 
From line to line the cannon roars. 

And spreads the blazing joy around. 
Return, ye brave ! your country calls ; 

Return, return, your task is done : 
While here the tear of transport falls. 

To grace your laurels nobly won. 
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Albion cliffs — from age to tage. 

That bear (he roaring stonns of heaven. 
Did ever fiercer warfare rage. 

Was ever peace more timely giyen t 
Wake ! sounds of joy : rouse, generous isle ; 

Let every patriot bosom glow : 
Beauty, resume thy wonted smile, 

And, Pover^, thy cheerful brow. 

Boast, Britain, of thy glorious guests ; 

Peace, WealUi, and Commerce, all thine own 
Still on contented Labour rests 

The basis of a lasting throne. 
Shout, PoverW ! 'tis Heaven that saves ; 

Protected Wealth, the chorus raise. 
Ruler of war, of winds, and waves. 

Accept a prostrate nation's praise. 
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ON BEVISITINO 



THE 



PLACE OF MY NATIVITY. 



Thovoh wmter's hovna had damp'd the beaming 

eye. 
Though twelve sueceanve fnmmers heav'd the sigh. 
The unaccompliflVd wish was still the same ; 
Till May in new and sudden glories came ! 
My heart was rous'd ; and Fancy, on the wing. 
Thus heard the language of enchantinff spring : — 

' Come to thy native groves and fnutful fields ! 
Thou know'st the fragrance that the wild flow'r 

yields ; 
Inhale the breeze that bends the purple bud, 
And plays along the margin of tl^ wood. 
I've cloth'd them all ; the very woods where thou 
In infancy leam'd'st praise from every bough. 
Would*st thou behola again the vernal day 1 
My reien is short ; — ^this instant come away : 
£re Philomel shall silent meet the mom ; 
She hails the green, but not the rip'ning com. 
Come, ere the pastures lose thdr yellow flow'rs : 
Come now ; with heart as jocund as the hours.' 

Who could resist the call 1 — that Giles had done, 
Nor heard the birds, nor seen the rising sun ; 
Had n«t Benevolence, with cheering ray. 
And Greatness stoop'd, indulgent to display 
Praise which does surely not to Giles belong. 
But to the objects that inspired his song. 
Immediate pleasure from those praises flow'd ; 
Remoter bliss within his bosom glow'd ! 
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ON REYISItlNG, &c 



Now tasted all ; — for I have heard and seen 
The long remember*d voice, the church, the 

green : — 
And oft by friendship's G[entle hand been led 
Where many a hospitable board was spread. 
These woold I name— but each, and ail can feel 
What the full heart would willingly reveal : 
Nor needs be told ; that at each season's birth. 
Still the enameird, or the scorching earth 
Gave, as each mom or weary night would come. 
Ideal sweetness to my distant home : 
Ideal now no more : — ^for, to mv view 
Spring's promise rose, how admirably true ! 
Tne early chorus of ihe cheerful grove 
Gave pomt to mtitude, and fire to love. 
O Memory ! shield me from the world's poor stnlby 
And give those scenes thine everlasting life ! 
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WILD FLOWERS; 

OR 

PASTORAL AND LOCAL POETRY. 



ABNER 

AND 

THE WIDOW JONES, 

A FAinLIAR BALLAD. 



Well ! I'm determined ; that's enough : — 
Gee, Bayard ! move your poor old bones, 

I'll take to-morrow, smooth or rough. 
To go and court the Widow Jones. 

Our master talks of stable-room. 
And younger horses on his grounds; 

Tis easy to foresee thy doom. 
Bayard, thou'lt go to feed the hounds. 

But could I win the widow's hand, 
I'd make a truce 'twixt death and thee ; 

For thou upon the best of land 
Should'st feed, and live, and die with me. 

And must the pole-axe lay thee lowl 
And will the^ ^ck thv poor old bones? 

No — ^hang me if it shall be so, 

If I can win the Widow Jones. 
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Twirl went his stick ; his curly pate 

A bran-new hat uplifted bore ; 
And Abner, as he lea^t the gate. 

Had never looked so gay before. 

And every spark of love reviv'd 

That had perplex'd him long ago. 
When bnsy rolks and foob contrived 

To make his Mary answer — no, 

Bvt whether. Creed from recent vows. 
Her heart had back to Abner flown. 

And mark'd him for a second qpouse. 
In truth is not exactly known. 

Howbeit, as he came in sight. 
She tum'd her from the garden stik. 

And downward look'd with pure delight. 
With half a sigh and half a smile. 

She heard his sounding step behind. 
The blush of joy crept up her chedi. 

As cheerly floated on the wmd, 
" Hoi ! Maiy Jones — what wont you speaki' 

Then, with a look that ne'er deceives. 
She tum'd, but found her courage fled; 

And scolding sparrows fixmi tiie eaves 
PeepM forth ujpaa the stranger's head. 

Down Abner sat, with glowing heart, 

Resolv'd, whatever xmght betide. 
To speak his mind, no other ait 

He ever knew, or ever tried. 

And gently twitching Mary's hand. 
The bench had amplc^room for two. 

Bis first word made her understand 
The plowman's errand was to woo. 
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" My Mary — ^may I call thee so ? 

" For many a nappy day we've seen, 
" And if not mine, aye, years ago, 

" Whose was the fault? you might have been! 

" All thats gone by: but IVe been musing, 
" And Yow'd, and hope to keep it true, 

" That she shall be my own heart's choosing 
" Whom I call wife. — Hey, what say you? 

" And as I drove my plough along, 

" And felt the strength that's in my arm, 

" Ten years, thought I, amidst my song, 
" IVe been head-man at Harewood fieurm. 

" And now, my own dear Mary's free, 
" Whom I have lov*d this many a day, 

" Who knows but she may think on im? 
" I'll go hear what she has to say. 
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Perhaps that little stock of land 
" She holds, but knows not how to till, 
" Will su£fer in the widow's hand, 
" And make poor Mary poorer still. 

That scrap of land, with one like her, 
" How we might live ! and be so blest ! 
And who should Mary Jones prefer? 
" Why, surely, him who loves her best ! 

Therefore I'm come to night, sweet wench, 

" I would not idly thus intrude," 

Mary look'd downward on the bench, 
O erpower'd by love and gratitude. 

And lean'd her head against the vine. 
With quickening soIm of silent bliss. 

Till Abner cried, " You must be mine, 
'* You must," — and seal'd it with a kns. 
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She talk'd of shame, and wip'd her cheek. 

But what had shame with them to do. 
Who nothing meant but truth to speak. 

And downright honour to pursue ] 

His eloquence improv'd apace. 

As manly pity iill'd his mind , 
** You know poor Bayard ; here's the case,- 
He's past his labour, old, and blind: 
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If you and I should but agree 
" To settle here for good and all, 
Could you give all your heart to me, 
" And grudge that poor old rogue a stall ! 

I'll buy him, for the dogs shall never 
" Set tooth upon a friend so true ; 
Hell not live long, but I for ever 
" Shall know I gave the beast his due. 



'Mongst all I've known of plows and carts, 
" And ever since I learned to drive, 
" He was not match 'd in all these parts; 
" There was not such a horse alive! 

** Ready, as birds to meet the morn, 
*' Were all his efforts at the plough ; 

** Then, the mill-brook with hay or com, 
" Good creature ! how he'd spatter through ! 

" He was a horse of mighty pow'r, 

" Compact in frame, and strong of limb ; 

** Went with a chirp from hour to hour ; 
*' Whip-cord! 'twas never made for him. 

" I left him in the shafts behind, 
" His fellows all unhook'd and gone. 
He neigh'd, and deem'd the thing unkind. 
Then, starting, drew the load alone ! 

U4 
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*' But I might talk till pitch-dark night, 
" And then have something left to say ; 
But, Mary, am I wrong or right, 
" Or, do 1 throw my words away ? 

Leave me, or take me and my horse ; 
" I've told thee truth, and all I know : 
*' Truth should breed truth ; that comes of course ; 
" If I sow wheat, why wheat will grow.' 



9% 



** Yes, Abner, but thus soon to yield, 
*' Neighbours would fleer and look behind 'em ; 

*' Though, with a husband in the field, 
" Perhaps, indeed, I should not mind 'em. 

** I've known your generous nature well, 

" My first denial cost me dear ; 
*' How this may end we cannot tell. 
But, as for Bayard, bring him here. 
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" Bless thee for that,'' the plowman cried, 
At once both starting from the seat. 

He stood a guardian by her side. 
But talk'd of home, — 'twas growing late. 

Then step for step within his arm, 
She cheer'd him down the dewy way ; 

And no two birds upon the farm 

E'er prated with more joy than they. 

What news at home? The smile he wore 
One little sentence tum'd to sorrow; 

An order met him at the door, 

" Take Bayard to the dogs to-morrow." 

Yes, yes, thought he; and heav'd a sigh. 
Die when he will he's not your debtor: 

I must obey, and he must die,— > 
That's if i can't contrive it better. 
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He left his Mary late at night, 
And had succeeded in the main, 

No sooner peep'd the morning light 
But he was on the road again! 

Suppose she should refuse her hand? 

Such thoughts will come, I know not why; 
Shall I, without a wife or land, 

Want an old horse 1 then wherefore buyl 

From bush to bush, from stile to stile, 
Perplex'd he trod the fallow ground, 

And told his money all the while 
And weigh'd the matter round and round. 

" ni borrow," that's the best thought yet; 

Mary shall save the horse's life. — 
Kind-hearted wench ! what, run in debt 

Before I know she'll be my wifel 

These women wo'nt speak plain and free. — 
Well, well, I'll keep my service still ; 

She has not said she'd marry me. 
But yet I dare to say she will. 

But while I take this shay-brain'd course, 

And like a fool run to and fro. 
Master, perhaps, may sell the horse ! 

Theretbre this instant home 111 go. 

The nightly rain had drench the grove 
He plung'd right on with headlong pace ; 

A man but half as much in love 
Perhaps had found a cleaner place. 

The day rose fair ; with team a-field. 
He watch 'd the fieirmer's cheerful brow; 

And in a lucky hour reveal'd 
His secret at his post, the plough 
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And there without a whine began, 
" Maister, you'll give me your advice ; 

I'm going to marry — If I can — 
" And want old Bayard; what's his price t 

" For Mary Jones last night agreed, 

" Or near upon't, to be my wife : 
*' The horse's value I don't heed, 

" I only want to save his life." 



** Buy him, hey \ Abner ! trust me I 
** Have not the thought of gain in view ; 

" Bayard's best days we've seen go by ; 
'' He shall be cheap enough to you." 

The wages paid, the horse brought out,' 

The hour of separation come ; 
The £surmer tum'd his chair about, 

" Good fellow, take him, take him home. 

" You're welcome, Abner, to the beast, 
" For you've a faithful servant been ; 

" They'll thrive I doubt not in the least, 
" Who know what work and service mean.'* 

The maids at parting, one and all. 

From different windows different tones ; 

Bade him farewell vnth many a bawl. 
And sent their love to Mary Jones. 

He wav'd his hat, and tum'd away. 
When loud the crv of children rose; 

" Abner, good bye ! they stopt their play ; 
" There goes poor Bayard ! there he goes 1" 

Half choak'd with joy, with love, and pride. 
He now with dainty clover fed him. 

Now took a short triumphant ride. 
And then again got down and led him. 

817 
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And hobbling onward up the hill. 
The widow's houae was full in sights 

He puird the bridle harder still, 
" Come on, we shan't be there to-night." 

She met them with a smile so sweet. 
The stable-door was open thrown; 

The blind horse lifted high his feet, 
And loudly snorting, laid him down. 

O Victory! from that stock of laurels 
You keep so snug for camps and thronee» 

Spare us one twig from all their quarrels 
For Abner and the Widow Jones. 



o 
MY OLD OAK TABLE. 



Friend of my peaceful days! substantial friend. 
Whom wealth can never change, nor int'rest bend, 
I love thee like a child, rhou wert to me 
I'he dumb companion of lAy misery. 
And oftoer of my joys ; — then as I spoke, 
I shar'd thy sympathy, Old Heart of Oak ! 
For surely when my labour ceas'd at night. 
With trembling, feverish hands, and aching sight. 
The draught that cheer'd me and subdu'd my care. 
On thy broad shoulders thou wert proud to bear 
O'er thee, with expectation's fire elate, 
Tve sat and ponder'd on my future fisLte: 
On thee, with winter muffins for thy store, 
I've leaned, and quite forgot that I was poor. 

Where dropped the acorn that gave birth to theel 
Cao'st thou trace back thy line of ancestry? 
We're matched, old friend, and let us not repine, 
Darkness o'erhangs thy origin and mine -, 
Both may be truly honourable : yet. 
We'll date our honours from the day we met ; 
When, of my worldly wealth the parent stock. 
Bight welcome up the iharoes from Woolwich 

Dock 
Thou cam'st, when hopes ran high and love was 

young; 
But soon our olive-branches round thee sprung ; 
Soon came the days that tried a faithful wife. 
The noise of children, and the cares of life. 
Then, midst the threat'ning:; of a wintry sky. 
That cough which blights the bud of infancy, 
129 • X 

310 



130 WILD FLOWERS. 

The dread of parents, Rest's inveterate foe, 
Came like a plague, and turn'd my songs to woe« 
Best! witnout thee what strength can long 

survive. 
What spirit keep the flame of Hope alive? 
The midnight murmur of the cradle gave 
Sounds of despair ; and chilly as the grave 
We felt its undulating blast arise, 
Midst whisper'd sorrows and ten thousand sighs. 
Expiring embers wam'd us each to sleep. 
By turns to watch alone« by turns to weep. 
By turns to hear, and keep from starting wild, 
The sad, fednt wailings of a dying child. 
But Death, obedient to Heav'n's high command. 
Withdrew his jav'lin, and unclench'd his hand: 
The little sufferers triumphed over pain, 
Their mother smil'd, and bade me nope a^n* 
Yet Care gain'd ground. Exertion triumph'd less. 
Thick fell the gathering terrors of Distress ; 
Anxiety, and Griefs without a name, 
Had made their dreadful inroads on my frame ; 
The creeping Dropsy, cold as cold could be, 
Unnerv'd my arm, and bow'd my head to thee. 
Thou to thy trust, old friend, hast not been true ; 
These eyes the bitterest tears they ever knew 
Let fall upon thee ; now all wip d away ; 
But what from memory shall wipe out that day? 
The great, the wealthy of my native land. 
To whom a guinea is a grain of sand, 
I thought upon them, for my thoughts were free, 
But all unknown were then my woes and me. 

Still, Resignation was my dearest friend. 
And Reason pointed to a glorious end j 
With anxious sighs, a parent's hopes and pride, 
I wished to live — -I trust I could have died! 
But winter's clouds pursu'd their stormy way. 
And March brought sunshine with the lengthening 

day, 
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And bade mv heart arise, that morn and night 
Now throbb d with irresistible delight. 
Delightful 'twas to leave disease behind. 
And feel the renovation of the mind ! 
To lead abroad upborne on Pleasure's wing, 
Our children, midst the glories of the spring ; 
Our fellow sufferers, our only wealth, 
To gather daisies in the breeze of health ! 

'Twas then, too, when our prospects grew so 
fiBLir, 
And Sabbath bells announc'd the morning pray V , 
Beneath that vast gigantic dome we bow'd. 
That lifts its flaming cross above the cloud ; 
Had gain'd the centre of the checquer'd floor j — 
That instant, with reverberating roar 

Burst forth the pealing organ mute we 

stood ; — o 

The strong sensation boiling through my blood. 
Rose in a storm of joy, allied to pain, 
I wept, and worshipp d God, and wept again ; 
And felt, amidst the fervor of my praise. 
The sweet assurances of better days. 

In that gay season, honest friend of mine, 
I mark'd the brilliant sun upon thee shine ; 
Imagination took her flights so free. 
Home was delicious with my book and thee. 
The purchased nosegay, or brown ears of corn. 
Were thy gay plumes upon a summer's morn. 
Awakening memory, that disdains control, ^, 

They spoke the darling language of my soul : 
They whisper'd tales of joy, of peace, of truth, 
And conjur'd back the sunshine of my youth : 
Fancy presided at the joyful birth, 
I pour'd the torrent of my feelings forth ; 
Conscious of truth in Nature's humble track. 
And wrote " The Farmer's Boy," upon thy back ! 
Enough, old friend: — thou'rt mine; and shall 
partake, 
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\\ hile I have pen to write, or tongue to speak, 

VV hatever fortune deals me. — Part with thee ! 

No, not till death shall set my spirit free ; 

t or know, should plenty crown my life's decline, 

A most important duty may be thine : 

'i'hen, guard me from Temptation's base control. 

From apathy and littleness of soul 

The sight of thy old frame, so rough, so rude, 

Shall twitch the sleeve of nodding Gratitude ; 

SiiaH teach nie but to venerate the more 

Honest Oak Tables and their guests — the poor: 

Teach me unjust distinctioas to deride, 

And falsehoods gender'd in the brain of Pnde ; 

Shall give to tancy still the cheerful hour. 

To Intellect, its freedom and its power ; 

To Hospitality's enchanting ring 

A charm, which nothing but thyself can bring. 

The man who would not look with honest pride 

On the tight bark that stemmed the roaring tide. 

And bore him, when he bow'd the trembling knee, 

Home, through the mighty perils of the sea, 

I love him not. — He ne'er shall be my finest ; 

Nor sip my cup, nor witness how Tm blest ; 

Nor lean, to bring my honest friend to shame, 

A sacrilegious elbow on thy frame ; 

But thou throuffh life a monitor shalt prove. 

Sacred to Truth, to Poetry, and Love. 



Dec. 1803. 



THE HORKEY. 

A PROVINCIAL BALLAD. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

In the descriptiTe ballad which follows, it wUl be 
evident that 1 have endeavoured to preserve the 
s^le of a gossip, and to transmit the memorial of 
a custom, the extent or antiquity of which I am 
not acquainted with, and pretend not to enquire. 

In Suffolk husbandry the man who, (whether by 
merit or by sufferance I know not) goes foremost 
through the harvest with the scythe or the sickle, 
is honoured with the title of " Lcrd^* and at the 
Horkey, or harvest-home feast, collects what he 
can, for himself and brethren, from the farmers 
and visitors, to make a " frolick" aiterwardf, called 
"the largess spending." By way of returning 
thanks, though perhaps formerly of much more, or 
of different sigmfication, they immediately leave 
the seat of festivity, and with a very long and re- 
peated shout of ** a largess," the number of shouts 
being regulated by the sums given, seem to wish to 
make themselves heard by the people of the sur- 
rounding farms. And before they rejoin the com- 
pany within, the pranks and the lollity I have en- 
deavoured to describe, usually take place. These 
customs, I believe, are going rast out of use ; which 
is one ereat reason for my trying to tell the rising 
race of mankind that such were the customs when 
I was a boy. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



I have annexed a glossary of such words as may 
be found by general readers to require explanation. 
We will add a short extract from Sir Thomas 
Brown, of Norwich, M. D. who was born three 
years before Milton, and outlived him eight years. 

" It were not impossible to make an original re- 
duction of many words of no general reception in 
England f but of common use m Norfolk, or pe- 
culiar to the East 'Angle counties; as, Bajind, 
Bunny, Thurk, Enemis, Matchly, Sammodithee, 
Mawther, Kedge, Seele, Straft, Clever, Dere, 
Nicked, Stingy, Noneare, Feft, Thep«s, Gosgood, 
Kamp, Sibret, Fangast, Sap, Cothish, Thokish, 
Bide-owe, Paxwax. Of these, and some others, 
of no easy originals, when time vdll permit, the re- 
solution shall be attempted ; which to effect, the 
Danish language, new, and more ancient, may 

Erove of good SLdvantage : which nation remained 
ere fifty years upon agreement, and have left 
many families in it, and the language of these parts 
had surely been more commixed and perplex, if 
the fleet of Hugo de Bones had not been cast 
away, wherein three-score thousand souldiers, out 
of Britany and Flanders, were to be wafted over, 
and were, by King John*s appointment, to have a 
settled habitation in the counties of Norfolk and 
Suffolk" Tract the viii. on Languages, particu- 
larly the Saxon. Folio. 1686, page 48. 
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What gossips prattled in the sun. 

Who talk d him fairly down, 
Up, memory I tell ; 'tis Suffolk fun. 

And lingo of their own. 

Ah! Judie Tioiteh^t!* though thou'rt dead* 

With thee the tale begins ; 
For still seems thrumming in my head 

The rattling of thy pins ! 

Thou Queen of knitters ; for a ball 

Of worsted was thy pride; 
With dsmgling stockings great and small 

And world of clack b^de ! 

** We did so laugh; the moon shone bright; 

" More fun you never knew ; 
" Twas Farmer Cheerum's Horkey night, 

** And I, and Grace, and Su e 
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But bring a stool, sit round about. 

And boys, be quiet, pray; 
And let me tell my story out; 

'Twas ntch a merry day! 

" The butcher whistled at the door, 

" And brought a load of meat; 
" Boys rubb'd thdr hands, and cried, 'there's 
more,' 

" Dogs wagg'd their tails to see't. 

* Jodie Twitchct was a real person, who lived many years 
with my inothar's oousin Bannock, at Honington. 
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" On went the boilen till the hakt* 
** Had much ado to bear 'em ; 
Toe magpie talk'd for talking sake, 
" Birds sung; — ^but who could hear 'eml 

Creak went the jack; the cats were temr^d, 
" We had not tmie to heed *em 
" The owd hhu cackled in the yard^ 
For we forgot to feed *em! 
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*' Yet 'twas not I, as I may say, 

" Because as how, d'ye see; 
' I only help'd there for the day; 

" They cou'dn't lay't to me. 

" Now Mis. Cheerum's best lace cap 

" Was mounted on her head; 
" Guests at the door began to rap, 

" And now the cloth was spread. 

" Then clatter went the earthen plates-^ 

" * Mind Judie,' was the cry ; 
" I could have cop't f teem at their pates ; 

" ' Trenchers for me,' said I. 

** * That look so clean upon the ledge, 

** * And never mind a fia.ll ; 
" ' Nor never turn a sharp knife's edge;— 

** * But fashion rules us all.' 

" Home came the jovial Horkty load, 
" Last of the whole year's crop ; 

" And Grace amongst tne green boughs rode 
** Right plump upon the top. 

*' This way and that the waggon reel'd, 
" And never queen rode Ugher; 

" Her cheeks were colour'd in the field, 
" And ours before the fire. 



* A sliding pot-book. 



t Thrown. 



^ 



THE HORKEY. 137 

" The laughing harvest-folks and John, 

" Came in and look'd askew ; 
" 'Twas my red face that set them on, 

" And then they leer'd at Sue. 

" And Fanner Cheerum went, good man, 

" And broach'd the Horkey beer; 
" And sitch a mart* of folk began 
To eat up our good cheer. 
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" Says he, ' Thank God for what's before us ; 

" * That thus we meet agen,' 
" The mingling voices, like a chorus, 

" Joined cheerfully, ' Amen.' — 
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Welcome and plenty, there they found 'em. 
" The ribs of beef grew light; 



" And puddings — till the boys got round 'em, 
" And then they vanish'd quite ! 

" Now all the guests, with Farmer Crbiider, 

" Began to prate of corn ; 
" And we found out they talk'd the louder, 

" The oftner pass'd the Horn 

" Out came the nuts ; we set a crackmg ; 

** The ale came round our way ; 
** By gom, we women fell a clackmg 

*' As loud again as they. 

' John sung ' Old Benbow' loud and strongs 
" And 1, * The Constant Swain,* 

' ' Cheer up my Lads/ was Simon's song, 
* * We'll conquer them again.' 

•* Now twelve o'clock was drawing nigh, 

" And all in merry cue ; 
" I knock'd the cask, * O, ho!' said I, 
* We've almost conquer'd you.' 

* Such a uumber. 

8XT 



€t 



>. 



I 



133 WILD FLOW£RS. 

'* My Lord* begg'd round, and held his nat, 

" Says Fanner Gruff, says he, 
" ' There's many a Lord, Sam, I know that, 

'* ' Has beggxl as well as thee.' 

Bump in his hat the shillings tumbUd 

" Alt round among the folks ; 

' Laugh if you wool,' said Sam, and mumbl'd, 

" * You pay for all your jokes.' 
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" Joint stock you know among the men, 
" To drink at their own charges ; 

" So up they eot fall drive, and then 
" Went to halloo largest.* 

" And sure enough the noise they made ! ! 

— " But let me mmd my tale ; 
" We follow'd them, we wor'nt afraid, 

** We'ad all been drinking ale. 

" As they stood hallooing back to back, 

" We, lightly as a feather, 
" Went sideline^ round, and in a crack 
Had pinn'd their coats together. 
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Twas near upon't as li^ht as noon ; 
" ' A largess, on the hill, 
" They shouted to the full round moon, 
" I think I hear 'em still! 



" But when they found the trick, my stare I 

" They well knew who to blame, 
" Our giggles turn'd to ha, ha, ha's, 

" And arter us they came. 

" Grace by the tumbril made a squat, 

" Then ran as Sam came by, 
** They said she could not run for £eit; 

" I know she did not try. 

* The l«ad«r of the reapers. f See advertisement. 
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" Sue round the neat-houte* squalling ran» 






** Where Simon scarcely dare ; 

He stopt, — for he's a fearful man 

* By gom there's tuffen t there !' 

" And off set John, with all his might, 
" To chase me down the yard, 

" Till I was nearly ^an'd I outright; 
" He hugg'd so woundly hard. 

" Still they kept up the race and laugh, 
" And round the house we flew ; 

" But hark ye ! the best fun by half 
" Was Simon arter Sue. 

She car'd not, dark nor light, not she, 
'* So, near the dairy door 
She pass'd a clean white hog, you see, 
" They'd kilt the day before. 
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" High on the 9pvrh^§ there it hung, — 
" * Now Susie — ^what can save ye V 

** Round the cold pig his arms he flung, 
" And cried, ' An ! here I have ye !* 

" The farmers heard what Simon said, 
" And what a noise ! good lack ! 
Some almost laugh'd themselves to dead, 
" And others clapt his back. 

We all at once began to tell 

" What fun we had abroad; 

But Simon stood our jeers .right well; 

— " He fell asleep and snor'd 

" Then in hb button-hole upright, 

" Did Farmer Crouder put, 
" A slip of paper twisted tight, 

" And held the candle t^t, 

* Cow-faooM. t Something, t Struigled. $ An iror hook. 
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** It smok'd, and smok'd, beneath his nose, 
" The harmless blaze crept higher; 

" Till with a vengeance up he rose, 
" Grace, Judie, Sue ! fire, fire ! 

'* The clock struck one — some talk'd of parting, 
" Some said it was a sin. 
And hitched their chairs ; — but those for starting 
Now let the moonlight in. 
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" Owd women, loitering for tlie wmee, * 
" Stood praising the fine weather ; 

" The menfolks took the hint at once 
** To kiss them altogether, 

" And out ran every soul beside, 

** A skanny pated f crew ; 
" Otod folks could neither run nor hide, 

" So some ketch'd one, some tew. 

They akrtggPdX and began to scold, 

" But laughing got the master ; 

Some quack*Ung§ cried, ' let go your hold ;' 

" The farmers held the faster. 

All innocent, that I'll be sworn, 
** There wor*nt a bit of sorrow, 
And women, if their gowns are torn, 
" Can mend them on the morrow. 
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" Our shadows helter skelter danc*d 
" About the moonlight ground ; 
The woajiering sheep, as on we pranc'd 
" Got up and gaz'd around, 

And well they might — till Farmer Cheerum, 
" Now with a hearty glee. 
Bade all good morn as he came near *em, 
" And then to bed went he. 

* For the purpose. t Giddy. thoughtl< 

S io strarKie quick. i Choaking. 
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" Then off we stroird this way and that, 

" With merry voices rin^g ; 
" And Echo answered us right pat, 

" As home we rambled singing. 

For, when we laugh'd, it laugh'd again, 
*' And to our own doors ibllow'd ! 
" ' Yo, ho!* we cried; ' Yo, ho!' so plain 
" The misty meadow halloo'd. 

*' That's all my tale, and all the fun, 

" Come, turn your wheels about; 
" My worsted, see ! — ^that's nicely done, 

" Just held my story out I !" 

Poor Judie ! — ^Thua Time knits or spins 

The worsted from Life's ball ! 
Death stopt thy tales, and stopt thy pins, 

—And so hell serve vs dL 
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BROKEN CRUl^CR. 

A TALE* 



" I TELL you, Peggy," said a voice behind 
A hawthorn hedge, with wild briars thick entwin'd. 
Where unseen trav'llers down a shady way 
Journey'd beside the swaths of new-mown hay, 
" I tell you, Peggy, 'tis a time to prove 
" Your rortitude, your virtue, and your love. 
*' From honest poverty our linea^ sprung, 
** Your mother was a servant quite as young ;— 
" You weep; perhaps the wept at leavmg home, 
" Courage, my girl, nor fear the days to come. 
" Go stiu to cnurch, my Peggy, plainly drest, 
" And keep a living conscience in your breast ; 
" Look to yourself, my lass, the maid's best fame, 
" Beware, nor bring the Meldrums into shame: 
** Be modest, to the voice of age attend, 
" Be honest, and you'll always find a friend : 
" Your uncle Gilbert, stronger far than I, 
" Will see you safe ; on him you must rely ; 
" I've walk d too far ; this lameness, oh ! the pain ; 
" Heav'n bless thee, child! I'll halt me back 

again; 
" But when your first fair holiday may be, 
" Rise with the lark, and spend your hours 

with me." 
Young Herbert Brooks, in strength and manhood 

bold. 
Who, round the meads, his own possessions, 

stroll'd, 
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O'erheard the charge, and with a heart bo gay, 
WhisUed his spaniel and pursu'd his way. 
Soon cross'd his path, and short obeisance paid. 
Stout Gilbert Meldrum and a country maid; 
A box upon his shoulder held full well 
Her worldly riches, but the truth to tell 
She bore the chief herself; that nobler part, 
That beauteous gem, an uncorrupted heart. 
And then that native loveliness ! that cheek ! 
It bore the very tints her betters seek ; 
At such a sight the libertine would glow. 
With all the warmth that he can ever know ; 
Would send his thoughts abroad without control. 
The glimmering moon*shine of his little soul. 
" Above the reach of justice I shall soar, 
" Her friends may weep, not punish; they*re too 

poor: 
" That very thought the rapture will enhance, 
" Poor, young, and friendless; what a glorious 
chance ! 
A few spare guineas may the conquest make, — 
I love the treachery for treachery s sake. 
And when her wounded honour jealous grows, 
111 cut away ten thousand oaths and vows, 
" And tell my comrades, with a manly stride, 
" How I; a girl out-xoitted and outvied" 
Such was not Herbert — ^he had never known 
Love's genuine smiles, nor suffered from his frown ; 
And as to that most honourable part 
Of planting daggers in a parent's heart, 
A novice quite : — ^he past his hours away. 
Free as a bird and buxom as the day ; 
Yet, should a lovely girl by chance arise, 
Think not that Herbert Brooks would shut his eyes. 

On thy calm joys with what delight I dream, 
Thou dear green valley of my native stream ! 
Fancy o'er thee still waves th' enchanting wand 
And every nook of thine is fieiiry land, 
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A.nd ever will be, though the axe should smite 
In Gain's rude service, and in Pi^*8 spite. 
Thy clustering alders, and at length invade 
The last, last poplars, that compose thy shade : 
Thy stream shall then in native freedom stray. 
And undermine the willows in its way. 
These, nearly worthless, may survive this storm, 
' This scythe of desolation call'd " Reform/' 
No army past that way ! yet are they fled. 
The boughs that, when a school-boy, screened my 

head: 
I hate the murderous aze ; estranging more 
The winding vale from what it was of yore. 
Than e'en mortality in all its rage. 
And all the change of faces in an age. 
*' Warmth," will they term it, that I speak so free ? 
They strip thy shades, — thy shades so dear to me ! 
In Herbert's days woods cloth'd both hill and dale ; 
But peace, Remembrance ! let us tell the tale. 

His home was in the valley, elms grew round 
His moated mansion, and the pleasant sound 
Of woodland birds that loud at day-break sing. 
With the first cuckoos that proclaim the spring, 
Flock'd round his dwelling ; and his kitchen smoke^ 
That from the towering rookery upward broke. 
Of joyful import to the poor hard by, • 
Stream'd a glad sign of oospitality ; 
So fancy pictures; but its day is o'er; 
The moat remains, the dwelling is no more ! 
Its name denotes its melancholy fall. 
For village children call the spot " Bumt-Hall." 
But where's the maid, who in the meadow-way 
Met Herbert Brooks amongst the new-mown hay? 

Th' adventure cliarm'd nim, and next morning 
rose 
The Sabbath, with its silence and repose. 
The bells ceas'd chiming, and the broad blue sky 
Smil'd on his peace, and met his tranquil eye 



THE BROKEN CRUTCH. 1*5 

Inyert^y from the foot-biidge on his way 
To that still house where all his fitithers lay ; 
There in his seat, each neighbour's face he knew-— 
The stranger girl was just before his pew ! 
He saw her kneel, with meek, but cheerful air. 
And whisper the response to every prayer ; 
And, when the humole roof with praises rung, 
He caught the Hallelujah from her tongue, 
Remembering with delight the tears that fell 
When the poor Neither bade his child ^Eusewell ; 
And now, by kindling tenderness beguil'd, 
He blest the prompt obedience of that child, 
And link'd his fate with hers : — for, from that day. 
Whether the weeks past cheerily away. 
Or deep revolving doubts procured him pain, 
The same bells chim'd— ^and there she was again ! 
What could be done 1 they came not there to woo, 
On holy ground, — though love is holy too. 

They met upon the foot-bridge one clear morn, 
She in the garb by village lasses worn ; 
He, with unbuttoned frock that careless flew. 
And buskin'd to resist the morning dew -, 
With downcast look she courtsied to the ground, 
Just in his path — no room to sidle round. 

" Well, pretty girl, this early rising yields 
" The best enjoyment of the groves and fields, 
" And makes the heart susceptible and meek, 
" And keeps alive that rose upon your cheek. 
" I long'd to meet you, Peg^, though so shy, 
" I've watch 'd your steps and leam'd your history ; 
" You love your poor lame father, let that be 
" A happy presage of your love for me. 
" Come then. Til stroll these meadows by your 

side, 
" I've seen enough to wish you for my bride. 

And plainly tea you so. — Nay, let me hold 

This guiltless hand, I prize it more than gold; 
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The horse graz'd soberly without mishap. 

And Nathan had a most del^htful nap 

For three good hours — ^Then, doubting, when be 

woke. 
Whether his conduct would be deem'd a joke. 
With double haste perform'd just half his part. 
And brought the lame John Meldrum in his cart : 
And at the moment Gilbert's wrath was high. 
And while young Herbert waited his reply. 
The sound of rattling wheels was at the door ; 
'* There's my dear fother now," — ^th^ heard no 

more, 
The bridegroom glided like an arrow down. 
And Gilbert ran, though something of a clown. 
With his best step; and cheer'd with smiles and 

pray'rs 
They bore old John in triumph up the stairs : 
Poor Peggy, who her joy no more could check. 
Clung like a woodbine round his neck, 

And all stood silent Gilbert, off his guard. 

And marvelling at virtue's rich reward, 
Loos'd the one loop that held his coat before, 
Down thumpt the broken crutch upon the floor ! 
They started, half alarm'd, scarce knowing why. 
But through the glist'ning rapture of his eye 
The bridegroom smil'd, then chid their simple fears. 
And rous'd the blushing Peggy from her tears ; 
Around the uncle in a rin^ they came, 
And mark'd his look of mmgled pride and shame. 

" Now honestly, good Gilbert, tell us true 
" What meant this cudgel ? What was it to do? 
I know your heart suspected me of wrong, 
And that most true afiection urg'd along 
Your feelings and your wrath ; you were beside 
** Till now the rightful ^ardian of the bride. 
" But why this cudgel r—" Guardian ! that's the 

case, 
" Or else to day you had not seen my face, 
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Bui John about the girl was so perplex'd. 
And I, to tell the truth, so mortal vex'd, 
** That when he broke this crutch, and stampt 

and ciied, 
** For John and Peggy, Sir, I could have died, 
** I know I could ; for she was such a child, 
" So tractable, so sensible, and mild, 
" That if between you roguery had grown, 
" (Begging your pardon,) twould have been 

your own ; 
** She would not hurt a fly. — So off I came 
" And had you only sought to blast her fame, 
** Been base enough to act as hundreds would, 
** And ruin a poor maid — because you could, 
" With this same cudgel, (you may smile or frown) 
" An' please you. Sir, I meant to knock you down." 

A burst of laughter rang throughout the hall, 
And Peggy's tongue, though overborne by all, 
Pour'd its warm blessings, for, without control 
The sweet unbridled transport of her soul 
Was obviously seen, till Herbert's kiss 
Stole, as it were, the eloquence of bliss. 
" Welcome, my friends; good Gilbert, here's 

my hand ; 
" Eat, drink, or rest, they're all at your command : 
" And whatsoever pranks the rest may play, 
** Still you shall be the hero of to-day, [teaz'd, 
" Doubts might torment, and blunders may have 
" But ale can cure them ; let us all be pleas'd. 
" Thou, venerable man, let me defend 
" The father of my new dear bosom friend ; 
" Vou broke your crutch, well, well, worse luck 

nught be, 
" I'll be your crutch, John Meldnim, lean on me, 
" And when your lovely daughter shall complain, 
" Send Gilbert s wooden argument again. 
''If still you wonder that 1 take a wife 
** From the unpolish'd walks of humble life, 
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I'll tell you on what ground my love begai^ 
And let the wise con^te it if they can. 
I saw a girl, with nature's untaught grace, 
" Turn from my gaze a most ei^[aging face ; 
" I saw her drop the tear, I knew full wdl 
** She felt for you much more than she could telh 
" I found her understanding, bright as day, 
" Through all impediments still rorc'd its way ; 
" On that foundation shall my soul rely, 
" The rock of genuine humility. 
Call'd as she is to act a nobler part. 
To rule my houshold, and to share my heart, 
I trust her prudence, confident to prove 
Days of delight, and still unfading love ; 
For, while her inborn tenderness survives, 
" That heav'nly charm of mothers and of wives, 
** I'll look for joy :— ^Here come the neighbours all ; 
" Broach the xAd barrel, feast them great and 

small, 
" For I'm determin'd while the sun's so bright, 
" That this shall be a wedding-day outright: 
" How cheerly sound the bells! my charmer, 

come, 
" Expand your heart, and know yourself at home. 
" Sit down, good John;"—" I will," the old man 

cried, 
" And let me drink to you. Sir, and the bride ; 
" My blessing on you : I am lame and old, 
** I can't make speeches, And I wo'nt be bold ; 
** But from my soul I wish, and wish with pain, 
" That brave good gentlemen would not disdain 
" The pooTf because they We poor: for, if they live 
" Midst crimes that parents never can forgive, 
" If, like the forest beast they wander wild, 
" To rob a father, or to crush a child, 
" Nature toill speak, aye, just as Nature feels, 
" And wish — a Gilbert Meldrum at their heels.'' 
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SHOOTER'S HILL/ 



Health? I seek thee; — dost thou love 

The mountain top or quiel vale. 
Or deign o*er humbler hills to rove 

On showery June's dark south-west gale? 
If so, I'll meet all blasts that blow. 

With silent step, but not forlorn ; 
Though, goddess, at thy shrine I bow. 

And woo thee each returning mom. 

I seek thee where, with all his might. 

The joyous bird his rapture tells, 
A.midst the half-excluded light. 

That gilds the fox-glove's pendant bells; 
Where, cheerly up this bold nill's side 

The deepening groves triumphant climb ; 
In groves Delight and Peace abide. 

And Wisdom marks the lapse of time. 

To hide me from the public eye. 

To keep the throne of Reason clear, 
Amidst fresh air to breathe or die, 

I took my staff and wander'd here. 
Suppressing every sigh that heaves. 

And coveting no wealth but thee, 
I nestle in the honied leaves, 

And hug my stolen liberty. 

* Sickness may be often an incentive to poetical composi- 
tion: I found it so: and I esteem the following lines only 
because they remind me of past feelings whicbl would not 
willingly forget. 
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O'er eastward uplands, gay or rude. 

Along to Eritn's ivied spiie, 
I start, with strength and nope renew*d, 

And cherish life's rekindling fire. 
Now measure vales with straining eyes. 

Now trace the church-yard's humble namea; 
Or, climb brown heaths, abnrpt that rise. 

And overlook the winding Thames. 

I love to mark the flow'ret's eye. 

To rest where pebbles form my bed. 
Where shapes and colours scattered lie 

In varying millions round my bead. 
The soul rejoices when alone. 

And feels her glorious empire free ; 
Sees God in every shining stone* 

And revels in variety. 

Ah me ! perhaps within my sight. 

Deep in the smiling dales below, 
Gigantic talents, Heav'n's pure light, 

And all the rays of genius glow 
In some lone soul, whom no one sees 

With power and will to say " Arise," 
Or chase away the slow disease, 

And Want's foul picture from his eyes. 

A worthier man by fair than I, 

With more of industry and fire, 
Shall see fair virtue's meed pass by. 

Without one spark of fame expire ! 
Bleed not my heart, it will be so, 

The throb of care was thine full long; 
Rise, like the Psalmist from his. woe. 

And pour abroad the joyful song. 

Sweet Health, I seek thee ! hither bring 
Thy balm that softens human ills; 

Come, on the long-drawn clouds that fling 
Their shadows o'er the Surry-Hills, 
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Yon green-topt hills, and far away 
Where late as now I freedom stole, 

And spent one dear delicious day 
On thy wild banks, romantic MoU, 

Aye, there's the soene ! * beyond the sweep 

Of London's congregated cloud, 
The dark-brow'd wood, the headlong steep. 

And valley-paths without a crowd ! 
Here, Thames 1 watch thy flowing tides, 

Thy thousand sails am proud to see ; 
But where the Mole all silent glides 

Dwells Peace — and Peace is wealth to me. 

Of Cambrian mountains still I dream. 

And mouldering vestiges of war ; 
By time-worn cliff or classic stream 

Would rove, — but prudence holds a bar. 
Come then, O Health, I'll strive to bound 

My wishes to this airy stand ; 
'TIS not for me to trace around 

The wonders of my native land. 

Yet, the loud torrent's dark retreat. 

Yet Grampian hills shall Fancy give. 
And, towering in her giddy seat. 

Amidst her own creation live. 
Live, if thou'lt urge my climbing feet, 

Give strength of nerve and vigorous breath. 
If not, with dauntless soul I meet. 

The deep solemni^ of death. 

This far-seen monumental tower 

Records th' achievements of the brave. 

And Angra's subjugated power, 

Who plundered on the eastern wave. 

* Box-Hill, and the beautiful neighbourhood of Dorking 
in Surry. 
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I would not that such turrets rise 
To point out where my bones are laid ; 

Save that some wandering bard might prize 
The comforts of its broad cool shade. 

O Vanity ! since thou'rt decreed 

Companion of our lives to be, 
I'll seek the moral songster's meed. 

An earthly immortahty ; 
Most vain ! — O let rae, irom the past 

Remembering what to man is given. 
Lay Virtue's broad foundations fast, 

Whose glorious turrets reach to Heav'iu 
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VISIT TO RANELAGH. 



To Ranelagh, oiice in my life, 

By good-natur*d force I was driv'n ; 
The nations had ceas*d their long strife, 

And Peace* beam'd her radiance from Heav'n. 
What wonders were there to be found 

That a clown might enjoy or disdain 1 
First we trac'd the gay ring all around, 

Aye— ^and then we went round it again. 

A thousand feet rustled on mats, 

A carpet that once had been green ; 
Men bowd with their outlandish hats, 

With corners so fearfully keen ! 
Fair maids, who at home in their haste 

Had left all clothing else but a train. 
Swept the floor clean, as slowly they pac'd, 

Ajid then — ^walk'd round and swept it again. 

The music was truly enchanting ! 

Righf glad was I when I came near it ; 
But in fashion I found I was wanting : — 

*Twas the fashion to walk and not hear it ! 
A hne youth, as beauty beset him, 

Look'd smilingly round on the train ; 
' The king's nephew,'* they cried, as they met him ; 

Then — we went round and met him again. 

* A grand Fete, in honour of the peace of 1803. 
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Pluge paintings of Heroes and Peace 

^m'd to smile at the sound of the fiddle. 
Proud to fill up each tall shining space 

Round the lanthom* that stood in the middle* 
And George's head too ; Heav'n screen him I 

May he finish in peace his long reign 1 
And what did we when we had seen him? 

Why — ^went round and saw him again. 

A bell rang, announcing new pleasures, 

A crovni in an instant prest nard. 
Feathers nodded, perfumes shed their treasures» 

Round a door that led into the yard. 
Twas peopled all o'er in a minute. 

As a white flock would cover a plain! 
We had seen every soul that was m it. 

Then w6 went round and saw them again. 

But now came a scene worth the showing. 

The fireworks ! midst laughs and huzzas. 
With explosions the sky was all glowing, 

Then down stream'd a million of stars ; 
With a rush the bright rockets ascended. 

Wheels spurted blue fires like a rain ; 
We turned with regret when 'twas ended. 

Then — star'd at each other again. 

There thousands of gay lamps aspir'd 

To the tops of the trees and beyond > 
And, what was most hugely admir'd, 

They look'd all up-side-down in a pond I 
The blaze scarce an eagle could bear ; 

And an owl had most surely been slain ; 
We return'd to the circle, and there 

And there we went round it again. 

* The intervRls between the piliaxs in the centre of tfaa 
Rotunda were tilled up by transparent paintings. 
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Tis not wisdom to love without reason. 

Or to censure without knowing why : 
I had witnessed no crime, nor no treason, 

" O Life, 'tis thy picture," said I. 
Tis just thus we saunter alone. 

Months and years bring their pleasures or pain; 
We sigh midst the right and the lorong ; 

^ And then we go round them again I 
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LOVE OF THE COUNTRY. 

WRirrEN AT CLARE-HALL, HERXai 
June 1804. 



Welcome silence ! welcome peace ! 

O most welcome, holy shade ! 
Thus I prove as years increase, 

My heart and soul for quiet made. 
Thus I fix my firm belief 

While rapture's gushing tears descend; 
That every flower and every leaf 

Is morad Truth's unerring friend. 

I would not for a world of gold 

That Nature's lovely face should tire ; 
Fountain of blessings yet untold ; 

Pure source of intellectual fire ! 
Fancy's fair buds, the germs of song, 

Unquicken'd midst the world's rude strife* 
Shall sweet retirement render strong, 

And morning silence bring to life. 

Then tell me not that I shall grow 

Forlorn, that fields and woods will cloy , 
From Nature and her changes flow 

An everlasting tide of joy. 
I grant that summer heats will burn. 

That keen will come the frosty night ; 
But both shall please : and each in turn 

Yield Reason's most supreme delight. 

Build me a shrine, and I could kneel 

To Rural Gods, or prostrate fall ; 
Did I not see, did I not feel, 

That one Great Spirit governs all. 
heav'n permit that I may lie 

Where o'er my corse green branches wave ; 
And those who n-om life's tumult fly 

With kindred feelings press my grave. 
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In out cottage, that peeps from the skirts of the 
wood, 

I am mistress, no mother have I ; 
Yet blithe are my days, for my father is good. 

And kind is my lover hard by ; 
They both work together beneath the green shade, 

Both woodmen, my father and Joe. 
Where I've listened whole hours to the echo that 
made 

So much of a laugh or — ^HaI16, 

From my basket at noon they expect their supply, 

Aivl with joy from my threshold I spring ; 
For the woodlands I love, and the oaks waving 
high, 

And Echo that sings as I sing. 
Though deep shades delight me, yet love is my 
food. 

As I call the dear name of my Joe ; 
His musical shout is the pride of the wood. 

And my heart leaps to hear the^-<Hall6. 



Simple flowers of the grove, little birds live at i 

I wish not to wander from you ; 
I'll still dwell beneath the deep roar of your trees. 

For I know that my Joe will be true. 
The trill of the robin, the coo of the dove. 

Are charms that I'll never forego ; 
But resting through life on the bosom of love. 

Will remember the Woodland Hall6. 
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Frsbh from the hall of Bounty sprung,* 

With glowing heart and ardent eye. 
With song and rhyme upon my tongue, 

And favry visions dancing by. 
The mid-day sun in all his poVr 

The backward valley painted gay ; 
Mine was a road without a flower. 

Where one small streamlet cross'd the way 

What was it rous'd my soul to level 

What made the simple brook so dearl 
It fflided like the weary dove. 

And never brook seem'd half so cleai. . 
Cool passed the current o'er n^ feet. 

Its shelving brink for rest was made. 
But every charm was incomplete. 

For Bamham Water wants a shade. 

There, faunt beneath the fervid sun, 

I gaz'd in ruminating mood ; 
For who can see the current run 

And snatch no feast of mental foodl 
" Keep pure thy soul," it seem'd to say, 

" Keep that fair path by wisdom trod, 
" That thou ma/st nope to wind thy way 

** To fame worth boasting, and to God." 

* On a Sultry afternoon, late in the summer of iaO£, Eoston* 
Hall lay in ray way to Thetford, which place 1 did not 
reach until the evening, on a visit to my sister : the lines 
lose much of their interest except they could be read on the 
spot, or at least at a corresponding season of the year 
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Long and delightful was the dream, 

A waking dream that Fancy yields, 
Till with regret I left the stream 

And plung'd across the barren fields ; 
To where of old rich abbeys smil'd 

In all the pomp of gothic taste, 
By fond tradition proudly styl'd. 

The mighty " City in the East." 

Near, on a slope of burning sand. 

The shephenl boys had met to play. 
To hold the plains at their command, 

And mark the traveler's leafless way 
The traveller with a cheerful look 

Would every pining thought forbear. 
If boughs but sheltered Barnham brook 

He'd stop and leave his blessing there. 

The Danish mounds of partial green. 

Still, as each mouldering tower decays. 
Far o'er the bleak unwooded scene 

Proclaim their wond'rous length of days. 
My burning feet, my aching sight. 

Demanded rest, — why did I weept 
The moon arose, and such a night ! 

Good Heav'n ! it was a sin to sleep. 

All rushing came thy hallowed sighs, 
Sweet Melancholy, from my breast ; 
'Tis here that eastern greatness lies. 
That Might, Renown, and Wisdom rest ! 
" Here funeral rites the priesthood gave 
** To chiefs who sway d prodigious powers. 
The Bigods and the Mowbrays brave, 
From Framlingham's imperial towers. 

Full of the mighty deeds of yore, 

I bade good night the trembling beam ; 

Fancy e'en heard the battle's roar. 
Of what but slaughter could I dream ? 
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Bless'd be thai night, that trembling beam. 
Peaceful ezcmsions Fancy made f 

All night I heard the bubbling stream. 
Yet Bamham Water wants a shade. 

Whatever hurts my country's feme. 

When wits and mountaineers dende. 
To me grows serious, for I name 

My native plains and streams with pride. 
No mountain charms have I to fling. 

No loftier minstrel's rights invade , 
From trifles oft my raptures ^ring ; 

— Sweet Bamham Water wants a shade. 



MARY'S EVENING SIGH. 



How bright with pearl the western sky ! 

How glorious far and wide. 
Yon lines of golden clouds that lie 

So peaceful side by side! 
Their deepening tints, the arch of light. 

All eyes with rapture see ; 
E'en while I sigh 1 bless the sight 

That lures my love from me. 

Green hill, that shad'st the valley here, 

Thou bear'st upon thy brow 
The only wealth to Mary dear, 

And all she'll ever know. 
There, in the crimson light I see, 

Above thy summit rise. 
My Edward's form, he looks to me 

A statue in the skies. 

Descend my love, the hour is come, 

Why linger on the hilH 
The sun hath left my quiet home. 

But thou canst see him still ; 
Yet why a lonely wanderer stray. 

Alone the joy pursue 1 
The glories of the closing day 

Can charm thy Mary too. 

Dear Edward, when we stroU'd along 

Beneath the waving corn, 
And both confess'd the power of song, 

And bless'd the dewy morn ; 
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Your eye o'erflow'd, " How sweet," you cried, 

(My presence then could move) 
" How sweet, with Mary by my ode, 

" To gaze and talk oflove!" 

Thou art not false ! that cannot be ; 

Yet I my rivals deem 
Each woodland charm, the moss, the tree* 

The silence, and the stream ; 
Whatever my love, detains thee now, 

I'll yet forgive thy stay ; 
But with to-morrow s dawn come thoa. 

Well brush the devra away. 
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GOOD TIDINGS; 



OR. 



NEWS FROM TH£ FARM. 



Hov vain this tribute : vain, thb lowly lay : 
f et nought is vain which gratitude inspires ! 
The Muse, besides, her duty thus approves 
To virtue, to her country, to mankind ! 

Tkomton. 







GOOD TIDINGS; 

OR, 

NEWS FROM THE FARM. 



Wbsrb*8 the Blind Child, bo admirably fair. 

With guileless dimples, and with flaxen hair 

That waves in ev'ry breeze? he's often seen 

Beside yon cottage wall, or on the green. 

With others matched in spirit and in size. 

Health on their cheeks and rapture in their eyei; 

That full expanse of voice, to childhood dear. 

Soul of their sports, is duly cherish'd here : 

And, hark ! that laugh is his, that jovial cry ; 

He hears the ball axid trundling hoop brush by. 

And runs the giddy course with all his might, 

A very child in every thing but sight; 

With circumscribed but not abated pow'rs,-— 

Play! the great object of his infant nours;— 

In many a game he takes a noisy part, 

And shows the native gladness of his heart; 

But soon he hears, on pleasure all intent. 

The new suggestion and the ^uick assent; 

The grove invites, delight thnlls every breast — 

To leap the ditch and seek the downy nest 

Away they start, leave balls and hoops behind, 

And one companion leave— -the Doy is blind ! 

His fiamcy paints their distant paths so gay. 

That childish fortitude awhile gives way. 

He feels his dreadful loss — yet short the pun, 

Soon he resumes his cheerfulness again; 
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Pond'ring how best his moments to employ. 
He sings his little songs of nameless joy, 
Creeps on the warm green turf for many an hour. 
And plucks by chance the white and yellow flow'r ; 
Smoothing their stems, while resting on his knees. 
He binds a nosegay which he never sees ; 
Alone the homeward path then feels his way. 
Lifting his brow against the shining day. 
And, with a playful rapture round his eyes. 
Presents a sighing parent with the prize. 

She blest that day, which he remembers too. 
When he could gaze on heav'n's ethereal blue. 
See the green Spring, and Summer's countless dies^ 
And all the colours of the morning rise. — 
' When was this work of bitterness begun 1 
' How came the blindness of your only son?' 
Thus pity prompts full many a tongue to say. 
But never, till she slowly wipes away 
Th' obtruding tear that trembles in her eye. 
This dagger of a question meets reply : — 

My boy was healthy, and my rest was sound. 

When last year's com was green upon the 
ground : 

From yonder town infection found its way; 
" Around me putrid dead and dying lay, 
'* I trembled for his fate : but all my care 
" Avail'd not, for he breath'd the tainted air ; 
" Sickness ensu'd — in terror and dismay 
" I nurs'd him in my arms both night and day, 
" When his soft skin from head to foot became 
" One swelling purple sore, unfit to name : 
** Hour after hour, when all was still beside, 
" When the pale night-light in its socket died, 
" Alone I sat; the thou^it still sooths my heart, 
** That surely I perform^ a mother's part 
" Watching with such anxie^r And pam 
*' Till he might smile and look on me again; 
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" But that was not to be ^ ask me no more : [door!" 
" God keep small-pox and blindness from* your 

Now, ye who thmk, whose souls abroad take 
wing, 
And trace out human troubles to their spring, 
Say, should Heav'n grant us, in some hidlow'd 

hour, 
Means to divest this demon of his power. 
To loose his horrid grasp from early worth, 
To spread a saving conquest round the earth, 
Till ev'ry land shall bow the grateful knee. 
Would it not be a glorious day to see ? — 
That day is come ! my soul, in strength arise. 
Invoke no muse, no power below the skies ; 
To Heav'n the energies of verse belong. 
Truth is the theme, and truth shall be the song ; 
Arm with conviction ev'ry joyful line. 
Source of all mercies, for the praise is thine ! 

Sweet beam'd the star of peace upon 'those days 
When Virtue watched my childhood's quiet ways. 
Whence a warm spark of Nature's holy flame 
Gave the farm-yard an honourable name. 
But left one theme unsung : then, who had seen 
In herds that feast upon the vernal green. 
Or dreamt that in the blood of kine there ran 
Blessings beyond the sustenance of manl 
We tread the meadow, and we scent the thorn^ 
We hail the day-spring of a summer's morn 
Nor mead at dawning day, nor thymy heath, 
Transcends the fragrance of the heifer's breath : 
May that dear fragrance as it floats along 
O'er ev'ry flow'r that lives in rustic song; 
May all the sweets of meadows and of kine 
Embalm, O Health 1 this oflering at thy shrine. 

Dear must that moment be when first the mind^ 
Ranging the paths of science unconfin'd, 
Strikes a new light ; when, obvious to the sense. 
Springs the fresh spark of bright intelligence. 
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So felt tlie towering soul of Montagu, 

Her sex's glory, and her country's too; 

Who gave the spotted plague one dea(Uy blow. 

And bade its mitigated poison flow 

With half its terrors; yet, with loathing still. 

We hous'd a visitant with pow'r to kill. 

Then when the healthful blood, though often tried. 

Foil'd the keen lancet by the Severn side. 

Resisting, uncontaminated still. 

The purple pest and unremitting skill ; 

When the plain truth tradition seem'd to know. 

By simply pointing to the harmless Cow, 

Tnough wise distrust to reason might appeal , 

What, when hope triumphed, what did Jennee feel I 

Where even hope itself could scarcely rise 

To scan the vast, inestimable prize 1 

Perhaps supreme, alone, triumphant stood 

The great, the conscious power of doing good, 

The power to will, and wishes to embrace 

Th' emancipation of the human race ; 

A joy that must all mortal praise outlive, 

A wealth that grateful nations cannot give. 

Forth sped the truth immediate from his hand. 

And confirmations sprang in ev'ry land ; 

In ev'ry land, on beauty s lUy arm. 

On infant softness, like a magic charm. 

Appeared the gift that conquers as it goes; 

The dairy's boast, the sunple, saving Hose! 

Momentous triumph — fiend ! thy reiffn is o'er ; 

Thou, whose blind rage hath ravaga ev'ry shore. 

Whose name denotes destruction, whose foul 

breath 
For ever hov'ring round the dart of death. 
Fells, mercilessly fells, the brave and base. 
Through all the kindreds of the human race. 
Who has not heard,, in warm, poetic tales. 
Of eastern fragrance and Arabian gales'! 
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Bowers of delight, of languor, and repoee. 
Where beauty triumphed as the song arose 1 
Fancy may revel, fiction boldly dare. 
But truth shall not forget that tAou wert there. 
Scourge of the world ! who, borne on ev'ry wind. 
From bow*rs of roses* sprang to curse mankind. 
The Indian palm thy devastation knows : 
Thou sweep st the regions of eternal snows : f 
Climbing the mighty period of his years. 
The British oak his giant bulk uprears ; 
He, in his strength, while toird the passing bell, 
Bejoic'd whole centuries as thy victims fell: 
Armies have bled, and shouts of victory rung, 
Fame crown'd their deaths, thy deaths are all 
unsung: [lay, 

'Twas thine, while victories claim'd th' immoral 
Through private life to cut thy desperate way ; 
And when full power the wonderous magnet gave 
Ambition's sons to dare the ocean wave, 
Thee, in their train of horrid ills, they drew 
Beneath the blessed sunshine of Peru4 
But why unskill'd th' historic page explore ? 
Why thus pursue thee to a foreign shore 1 
A homely narrative of days gone by, 
Familiar griefs, and kindred's tender a^h 
Shall still survive ; for thou on ev'ry mmd 
Hast left some traces of thy wrath behind. 

* The first medical account of the small-pox is given by 
the Arabian pbvsiciaus, and is traced no farther back than 
the siege of Alexandria, about the year of Christ, 6lO.-<- 

WOODVILLK. 

t First introduced into Greenland in 1733, and almost 
depopulated the country. — Ibid. 

I In 1500, says Mr. AVoodville, when the small-pox visited 
New Spain, it proved fatal to one half of the people in the 
provinces tu which the infection extended; being carried 
thither by a negro slave, who attended Narvaez m his ex- 

g Edition against Cortes. He adds, about fifty years after 
e discovery of Peru, the small-pox was carried over fnm 
Europe to America by way of Cartiiagena, when it overran 
the Continent of the New World, ana destroyed upwards 
of 100,000 Indians in the single province of Quitor— Hmt. 
^ JnocuUium, 
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There dvrelt, beside a brook that creeps along 
Midst infant hills and meads unknown to song. 
One to whom poverty and foith were giv'n, 
Calm village silence, and the hope of heav'n : 
Alone she dwelt; and while each morn brought 

race 
was smiling on her years' increase, 
Sudden and fearful, rushing through her frame. 
Unusual pains and feverish symptoms came. 
Then, when, debilitated, fiunt, and poor. 
How sweet to hear a footstep at her door ! 
To see a neighbour watch kfe's silent sand, 
To hear the sigh, and feel the helping hand ! 
Soon woe o'erspread the interdicted ground. 
And consternation seiz'd the hamlets round : 
Uprose the pest — ^its widow*d victim died ; 
And foul contagion spread on ev'ry side ; 
The helping neighbour for her kind regard. 
Bore home that dreadful tribute of reward, 
Home, where six children, yielding to its powV, 
Gave hope and patience a most trying hour ; 
One at her breast still drew the living stream. 
And, sense of danger never marr'd his dream ; 
Yet all exclaim'd, and with a pitying eye, 
" Whoe'er survives the shock, that child will die ! " 
But vain the fiat, — Heav'n restored them all. 
And destined one of riper years to fiaiU. 
Midnight beheld the close of all his pain. 
His grave was clos'd when midnight came again ; 
No bell was heard to toll, no funeral prayV, 
No kindred bow'd, no wife, no children there ; 
Its horrid nature could inspire a dread 
That cut the bonds of custom like a thread 
The humble church-tow'r higher seem'd to shew, 
Illumin'd by their trembling light below ; 
The solemn night-breeze struck each shivering 

cheek; 
Religious reverence forbade to speak . 
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The starting Sexton his short sorrow chid 
When the earth murmur'd on the coffin lid. 
And falling bones and sighs of holy dread 
Sounded a requiem to the silent dead ! 

' Why tell us tales of woe, thou who didst give 
' Thy soul to rural themes, and bade them live! 
' What means this zeal of thine, this kindling fire 
' The rescu'd infant and the dying sire V 
Kind heart, who o'er the pictured Seasons glow'd. 
When smiles approved the verse, or tears have 

flow'd, 
Was then the lowly minstrel dear to thee 1 
Himself appeals — What, if that child were he? 
What, if those midnight nghs a farewell gave. 
While hands, all trembling, clos*d his father's 

grave! 
Though love enjoin'd not infant eyes to weep. 
In manhood's zenith shall his feelings sleep? 
Sleep not my soul ! indulge a nobler flame ; 
Still the destroyer persecutes thy name. 

Seven winters cannot pluck from memory's store 
That mark'd affliction which a brother bore ; 
That storm of trouble bursting on his head. 
When the fiend came, and left two children dead ! 
Yet, still superior to domestic woes. 
The native vigour of his mind arose. 
And, as new summers teem'd with brighter views , 
He trac'd the wanderings of his darling Muse, 
And all was joy — this instant all is pam, 
The foe implacable returns again. 
And claims a sacrifice ; the deed is done — 
Another child has fall'n another son ! * 
His young cheek even now is scarcely cold. 
And shall his early doom remain untold 1 
No ; let the tide of passion roll along. 
Truth will be heard, and Goo will bless the song 

* I had proceeded thus far with the Poem, when the 
above fact became a powerful stimulus to my feelincst and 
to the eamestness of my exhortations. 
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Indignant Reason, Pity, Joy, arise. 

And speak in thunder to the heart that sighs : 

Speak load to parents ; — knew ve not the time 

When age itself, and manhoods hardy prime. 

With horror saw their short-liv'd friendships end. 

Yet dar'd not visit e'en the dying friend? 

Contagion, a foul serpent lurking near, 

Mock'd Nature's sigh and Friendship's holy tear. 

Love ye your childien ? — let that love arise. 

Pronounce the sentence, and the serpent dies ; 

Bid welcome a mild stranger at your door. 

Distress shall cease, those terrors reign no more. 

Love ye your nei^^hbours ? — let that love be shown : 

Risk not their children while you guard your own ; 

Give not a foe dominion o'er your blood ; 

Plant not a poison, e'en to brmg forth good ; 

For, woo the pest discreetly as you will. 

Deadly infection must attend him still. 

Then, let the serpent <tie ! this glorious prize 

Sets more than life and health before our eyes. 

For beauty triumphs too ! Beauty ! sweet name. 

The mother's feelings kindling into flame ! 

For, where dwells she, who, while the virtues grow. 

With cold indifference marks the arching browl 

Or, with a lifeless heart and recreant blood. 

Sighs not for daughters fiadr, as well as goodi 

That sigh is nature, and cannot decay, 

Tis universal as the beams of day ; 

Man knows and feels its truth ; for. Beaut's call 

Rouses the coldest mortal of us all ; 

A glance warms age itself, and gives the boy 

The pulse of rapture and the si^ of joy. 

And is it then no conquest to insure 

Our lilies spotless and our roses purel 

Is it no triumph that the lovely nee 

Inherits every line of Nature's erace? 

That the sweet precincts of Uie laughing eye 

Dread no rude scars, no foul deformity? 
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Our b«ast, old Time himself shall not mtpaiif 
Of British maids pre-eminently fair ; 
But, as he rolk his yean on years along. 
Shall keep the record of iiiunortal song^ 
For song shall rise with ampler power to speal^ 
The new-born influence of Beauty's cheek. 
Shall catch new £res in every sacred grove. 
Fresh inspiration from the lips of Love, 
And write for ever on the rising mind — 
Dead is om£ mortal fob of human kind ! 
Yes, we have conquer'd ! and the thought should 
raise 
A «pirit in our pra^vs as well as praise. 
For who will say, m Nature's wide domain 
There lurk not remedies for every pain ? 
Who will assert, where Turkish banners fly. 
Woe stiU shall reisn — the plaeue shall never dial 
Or who predict, with bosom all unblest 
An everlasting fever in the West 1 
Forbid it Heav'n ! — ^Hope cheers us with a smile. 
The sun of mercy's risen on our isle : 
Its beams already, o'er th' Atlantic wave. 
Pierce the dark forests of the suffering brave : 
There, e'en th' abandon 'd sick imbib'd a glow. 
When warrior nations, resting on the bow, 
Astonish'd heard the joyful rumour rise, 
And call'd the council of their great and wise : 
The truth by fiemale pray'rs was urg'd along. 
Youth ceas'd the chorus of the warrior song. 
And present ills bade present feelings press 
With all the eloquence of deep distress ; 
Till forth their chiefis* o'er dying thousands tcod 
To seek the white man and his bounteous God : 
Well sped their errand ; with a patriot zeal 
They spread the blessing for their cauntry's weal. 

* The diiefs of the Cherokee Indians, in North Amorica, 
have applied to tlie Bovernment of the United States for in- 
formation ou the suDject of Vaccine Inoculation, and havt 
spread the pi'actice in the Woods. 

* 2 A 887 
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Where India's swarthy millions crowd the strand. 
And round that isle, which crowns their pointed 

land, 
Speeds the good angel with the balmy breath, 
AJid checks the dreadful tyranny of death : 
Whatever we hear to hurt the peace of life. 
Of Candian treachery and British strife, 
The sword of commerce nations bought and sold. 
They owe to £ngland more than mines of gold ; 
England has sent a balm for private woe ; 
England strikes down the nations* bitterest foe, 

Europe, amidst the clangor of her arms, 
While fife was threatened with a thousand harms. 
And Charity was freezing to its source. 
Still saw fair Science keep her steady course ; 
And, while whole legions fell, by friends deplored. 
New germs of life sprung up beneath the sword. 
And spread amain. — Then, m our bosoms, why 
Must exultations mingle with a sigh ? 

Thought takes the retrospect of years just fled. 
And, conjuring up the spints of the dead, 
Whispers each dear and venerated name 
Of the last victims ere the blessing came, 
Worthies, who through the lands that gave them 

birth 
Breathed the strong evidence of growing worth ; 
Parents, cut down in fife's meridian day, 
And chUdhood's thousand thousand swept away ; 
Life's luckless mariners ! ye, we deplore 
Who sunk within a boat's length of the shore.* 
A stranger youth, from his meridian sky, 
Buoyant with hopes, came here — but came to die ! 
O'er his sad fiaite I've ponder'd hours away, 
It suits the languor of a gloomy day : 

* So lately as the year i793> the small-pox was carried 
to the Isle ot France by a Dutch ship, and there destroyed 
fivb thousand four hundred persons in six weeks. 

WOODTILLI. 
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He left his bamboo groves, his pleasant shore. 

He left his friends to hear new oceans roar, 

All confident, ingenuous, and bold, 

He heard the wonders by the white men told ; 

AVith firm assurance trod the rolling deck. 

And saw his isle diminish to a speck, 

Flough'd the rough waves, and gain'd our northern 

clime, 
In manhood's ripening sense and nature's prime. 
Oh ! had the fiend been vanquish'd ere he came. 
The gen'rous youth had spread my country's fame, 
Had known that honour dwells among the brave , 
And England had not proved the stranger's grave : 
Then, ere his waning sand of life had run. 
Poor Abba Thule might have seen his son!* 

Rise, exultation 1 spirit, louder speak 1 
Pity, dislodge thy dewdrops from my cheek ; 
Sleep sound, forefathers ; sleep, brave stranger boy, 
Whue truth impels the current of my joy : 
To all mankind, to all the earth 'tis giv'n. 
Conviction travels like the light of heav'n : 
Go, blessing, from thy birth-place still expand. 
For that dear birth-place is my native land ! 
A nation consecrates th' auspicious day. 
And wealth, and rank, and talents lead the way ! 
Time, with triumphant hand, shall truth diffiise. 
Nor ask the unbought efforts of the Muse. 
Mothers ! the pledges of your loves caress. 
And heave no sighs but sighs of tenderness. 
Fathers, be firm ! keep down the fallen foe, 
And on the memory of domestic woe 
Build resolution, — Victory shall increase 
Th' incalculable wealth of private peace ; 
And such a victory, unstain'd with gore. 
That strews its laureb at the cottage door, 

* Lee Boo, second son of the King of the Pelew Islands, 
was brought to England by Capt. Wilson, and died of the 
Small-pox at Rotherhithe, in 1T84. 
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Sprung from the fiumi, a&d from the yellow mead. 
Should be the glory of the pastoral reed. 
In village paths, hence, may we never find 
Their youth on crutches^ and their childien blind ; 
Nor, when the milk-maid, early from her bed. 
Beneath the may-bush that embow'rs her head. 
Sings like a bird, e'er grieve to meet again 
The fair cheek injur'd by the scars of oain ; 
Pure, in her morning path, where^r roe treads, 
Like April sun^ne and the flow'rs it fieeds. 
She'll boast new conquests; Love, new shafts to 

fling; 
And Life, an uncontaminated spring. 
In pure delight didst thou, my soul, pursue 
A task to conscience and to kmdred due. 
And, true to feeling and to Nature, deem 
The dairy's boast thy own appropriate theme ; 
Haft now the meed of pleasurable bouts. 
And, at the foot of Science, fttren thy flow'rs ' 



BBBaaBBOMBBBBsaBsiaHaatiManaiadMBtaBi 






THE 



BANES OF WYE, 






(This poem it ttatad by the Author to hnw beea vritleD widw 
die foUowing drcaoiiUncea:—^* A party of friends in Oloaeeilep- 
ibire proposed to themwlTe* a abort ezcardoo down the Wye, 
•od throogh pert of Sooth Wales.'' The Author was invtted to ao- 
company then, and the foUowinr joamal Is a descriptive i 
of tlie scenery in that romantic district, throogh which they | 
daring tiieir ten days' excursion. The whole exUblli the Im- 
gaage and feelings of a man who had never before seen a noon- 
talnooBOOontry; and of this the Aotfaor is dfsJrowi that the i 
*o«U be apprised.} 
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BANKS OP WYE. 



BOOK I. 



The Vale of Utey— Forest of DeatfRosf—WUton Catile-'Good' 
riek Castle— Courtjieldt Welsh Bicknor, Coldwell— Gleaner's 
Song—Coldvoell Koeks—Symmon's Yat—Great Doward^Kevt 
Wier^Martin's Well— The CoracU^Arrival at Monmouth. 

" Rouse from thy slumber, Pleasure calls, arise, 
Quit thy half-rural bower, a while despise 
The thraldom that consumes thee. We who 

dwell 
Far from thy land of smoke advise thee well. 
Here Nature's bounteous hand aroand shall fling 
Scenes that thy Muse hath never dared to sing. 
When sickness weigh*d thee down, and strength 

declined ; 
When dread eternity absorVd thy mind, 
Flow'd the predicting verse, by gloom o'erspread, 
That * Cambrian mountains' thou shouldst never 

tread, 
That ' time-worn cliff and classic stream to see,' 
Was wealth's prerogative, despair for thee. 
Come to the proof; with us the breeze inhale, 
Renounce despair, and come to Severn's vale ; 
And where the Cotswold Hills are stretch*d 

along. 
Seek our green dell, as yet unknown to song : 
Start hence with us, and trace, with raptured eye, 
The wild meanderings of the beauteous Wte ; 
Thy ten days* leisure ten days* jov shall prove. 
And rock and stream breathe amity and love." 
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Such was the call ; with instant ardour hail'd. 
The siren Pleasure caroU'd and prevail'd ; 
Soon the deep dell appear'd, ana the clear brow 
Of Ulkt Burt* smiled o'er all below. 
O'er mansion, flock, and circling woods that hang 
Hound the sweet pastures where the sky-lark sung* 
O for the fancy, vigorous and sublime. 
Chaste as the theme, to triumph oyer time I 
Bright as the rising day, and firm as truth. 
To speak new transports to the lowland youth. 
That bosoms still might throb, and stiU adore* 
When his who strives to charm them beats no moie! 

Onk August mom, with spirits high, 
Sound health, bright hopes, and doiuless sky, 
A cheerful group their tarewell bade 
To DuKSLKT tower, to Ulst's shade ; 
And where bold Stinchcombb's ^enwood side 
Heaves in the van of highland pnde» 
Scour'd the broad vale of Severn ; where 
The foes of verse shall never dare 
Genius to scom» or bound its power, 
There blood-stain'd Berke&et's turrets lower, 
A name that cannot pass away, 
Till time forgets the " Bard** of Geat. 

Quitting fair Glo'ster's northern road. 
To gain the pass of Framilodb, 
Before us Dsam*s black forest spread. 
And Mat Hill, with his tufted head. 
Beyond the ebbing tide appear*d ; 
And Cambria's distant mountains rear'd 
Their dark blue summits far away ; 
And Severn, 'midst the burning day. 
Curved his bright line, and bore along 
The mingled Avoti, pride of song. 

The trembling steeds soon ferried o'er, 
Neigh*d loud upon the forest shore ; 

• Borr, w Burn, dM Sraon naae fbr » Mil, ptftteutarlr «tr 
one wholly or pftitltllji fomed by art. 
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Domains that <nice. at early moni» 
Rang to the hunter's buffle horn, 
When barons proud womd bound away ; 
And eren kings would hail the day. 
When crested chiefii their bright-arm'd trtun 
Of jayelin*d horsemen roused amain. 
And chasing wide the wolf or boar» 
Bade the deep woodland valleys roar. 
But tM no dang'rous chase pursued ; 
Sound wheels and hoofs their tasks renew'd ; 
Behind roll'd Setsrn, gleaming Cur* 
Around us roar'd no sylvan war, 
'Mid depths of shade, gay sunbeams broke 
Through noble Flaxlxt s bow'rs of oak ; 
And many a cottage, trim and gay, 
WhisperM delight through all the way ; 
On hills exposed, in delb unseen. 
To patriarchal Mitchsl Dxan. 
Rose-cheek'd Pomona here was queen, 
Though Ceres edged her fields between. 
And on each hill-top, mounted high^ 
Her sickle waved in ecstasy ', 
T^ll, Ross, thy charms all hearts confesa 
Thy peaceful walks, thy hours of rest 
And contemplation. Here the mind 
(Its usual luggage left behind) 
Feels all its domant fires revive. 
And sees **the Man of Host** alive; 
And hears the Twick nham Bard again 
To Ktslk's high virtues lift his strun ; 
Whose own hand clothed this far-famed hill 
With rev'rend elms, that shade us still ; 
Whose mem'ry shall survive the day 
When elms and empires feel decay. 
Kyrle die, by Babd ennobled ? Never : 
Th* Man tf Rou shall live for ever ; 
And long that spire shall time defy. 
To grace the flow*ry-margin'd Wys, 
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Scene of the morrow*8 joy, that prest 
Its unseen beauties on our rest 
In dreams ; but who of dreams would tell 
Where truth sustains the song so well ? 
The morrow came, and Beauty*s eye 
Ne'er beam'd upon a lovelier sky ; 
Imagination instant brought. 
And dash'd amidst the train of thought, 
Tints of the bow. The boatman stript ; 
Glee at the helm exulting tript. 
And waved her flower- encircled wand, 
" Away, away, to Fairy Land *' 
Light dipt the oars ; but who can name 
The various objects dear to fame. 
That changing, doubling, wild, and strong, 
Demand the noblest powers of song? 
Then, O forgive the vacant Muse, 
Ye who the sweets of Nature choose ; 
And thou, whom destiny hath tied 
To this romantic river's side, 
Down gazing from each close retreat. 
On boats that glide beneath thy feet. 
Forgive the stranger's meagre line, 
That seems to slight that spot of thine ; 
For he, alas ! could only glean 
The changeful outlines of the scene ; 
A momentary bliss; and here 
Links memory's power with rapture's tear. 

Who curVd the barons* kingly power*? 
Let hist*ry tell that fateful hour 
At home, when surly winds shall roar. 
And prudence shut the study door. 



• Henry the SeveDth pire u trreroedtle blow to tiM dan- 
gerout privilef es aaBamed by the barooa. In aboMthinf Uverlcs 
»nd retainera, by which evei7 malefactor could shelter bimaelf 
from the law, oo iMiimiaf a nobleman's livery, and atteiidiof 
hit perMn. 
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De Wiltons here, of mighty name, 
The whelming flood, the summer stream, 
Mark'd from their towers. — The fabric falls, 
The rubbish of their splendid halls 
Time in his march hath scatter'd wide, 
And blank oblivion strives to hide *. 

A while the grazing herd was seen. 
And trembling willow's silver green. 
Till the fantastic current stood 
In line direct for Pbnc&aio Wood ; 
Whose bold green summit welcome bade. 
Then rear'd behind his nodding shade. 
Here, as the light boat skimm'd along. 
The clarionet, and chosen song, 
(That mellow, wild, iBolian lay, 
" Sweet in the Woodlands,") roll*d away 
Their echoes down the stream, that bore 
Each dying .close to every shore, 
And forward cape, and woody range. 
That form the never-ceasing change. 
To him who floating, void of care. 
Twirls with the stream, ho knows not where. 
Till bold, impressive, and sublime, 
Gleam'd all that 's left by storms and time 
Of GoodrichTowers. The mouldering pile 
Tells noble truths, — but dies the while. 
O'er the steep path, through brake and brier, 
His batter'd turrets still aspire. 
In rude magnificence. 'Twas here 
Lancastrian Henry spread his cheer, 
When came the news that Hal was bom, 
And Monmouth hail'd th* auspicious morn : 
A boy in sports, a prince in war. 
Wisdom and valour crown'd his car ^ 
Of France the terror, England's glory. 
As Stratford's bard has told the story. 

• The ruios of Wilton Castle stand on the opposite side of 
the rirer, nearly froutinif tlie town of Ross. 
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No butler*8 proxies siiore supine, 
Where the old monarch kept his win* ; 
No Welsh ox roasting, horns and all. 
Adorns his throng'd and laurhing hall ; 
But where he pray*d, and told his bends, 
A thriving ash luxuriant speads. 

No wheels by piecemeal brouffbt the pile ; 
No barks embowell'd Portland Isle } 
Dig, cried Experience, dig away, 
Bring the firm quarry into day; 
The exeavation still shall save 
Those ramparts which its entrails gaTe. 
" Here Riiras shall dwell," the bmlders ciie^, 
** Here England's fees shall lower their prido f 
** Hither shall suppliant nobles eome, 
*' And yais be England^ Myal home.** 
Vain hope I for on the Gwentian shore 
The regal banner streams no more 1 
Nettles, and yilest weeds that grow. 
To mock poor grandeur's head laid low. 
Creep round the turrets valour raised. 
And flaunt where youth and beauty gaaed* 

Here fain would strangers loiter long. 
And muse as fancy's woof grows strong ; 
Yet cold the heart that oould complain. 
Where Pouxtt* struck his oars again ; 
For lovely as the sleeping child, 
The stream glides on suUimely wild. 
In perfect beauty, perfect ease. 
— The awning trembled in the breeie. 
And scarcely trembled, as we stood 
For RunanxAii Spire and Bishop's Wood. 
The fair domains of CovRTrixLnf made 
A paradise of mingled shade 

• The boatman. 

ti^ 5?' beloiilflny a the hmily of VMi^lMn, which is not no- 
noticed in the m^et of htotory. Accordio)? lo tradition, it li «>• 
place whnre Henry the Blfth ww auned, under the care of the 
CounteM of Salitbory. 
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Round Bickkor'b tiny church, that cowers 
Beneath his host of woodland bowers. 

But who the charm of words shall fling 
0*er Raven Cliff, and Coldwbll Spraig, 
To brighten the unconKious eye. 
And wake the soul to ecstasy? 

Noon scorch*d the fields ; the boat lay-to ; 
The dripping oars had nought to do. 
Where round us rose a scene that might 
Enchant an idiot — glorious sight ! 
Here, in one gay according imnd. 
Upon the sparkUng stream we dined ; 
As she|»herd8 free on mountain heath, 
Fi«e as the fish that witch'd beneath 
For faUing crums, where cooling lay 
The wine that cheer'd us on our way. 
Th' imruffled bosom of the stream 
Gave every tint and every gleam ; 
Gave shadowy rwAea^ and dear bhie sky. 
And double douds of Vtfrious tlye ; 
Gave dark green woods, or russet brown. 
And pendent corn-fields, upside down. 

A troop of gleanefs changed heirshada 
And 'twas a ehange bv music made ; 
For slowly to the brink they drew, 
To mark our joy, and share H too. 
How oft, in childhood's flow*ry days, 
I 've heard the wild impassion^ lays 
Of such a group, lays strange and new, 
And thought, wibb ever song so true ) 
When from the faaiers cool retreat 
They watch*d the summer's trembling heat. 
And through the boughs rude urddns play'd. 
Where nsatrons, round the laughing maid, 
Pk«st the long grass beneath ! And here 
Perhaps they shared an equal cheer; 
Enjoy'd the feast with equal glee. 
And raised the song of rev^eliy : 
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Yet half abash'd, reserved, and shy, 
Watch'd till the strangers glided by. 

GLEANER'S SONG. 

Dear Ellek, your tales are all plenteously 

stored 
With the joys of some bride, and the wealth of 

her lord : 

Of her chariots and dresses, 
And worldly caresses, 
And servants that fly when she *s waited upon : 
But what can she boast if she weds unbeloved ? 
Can she e*er feel the joy that one morning I 

proved. 
When Iput on my new-gown and waited for John ? 

These fields, my dear Ellen, I knew them of yore. 
Yet to me they ne'er look'd so enchanting before ; 
The distant bells rin^ng. 
The birds round us singing, 
For pleasure is pure when affection is won : 
They told me the troubles and cares of a wife ; 
But I loved him ; and that was the pride of my life. 
When I put on my new>gown and waited for John. 

He shouted and ran, as he leapt from the stile ; 
And what in my bosom was passing the while? 

For love knows the blessing 

Of ardent caressing. 
When virtue inspires us and doubts are all gone. 
The sunshine of Fortune you say is divine ; 
True love and the sunshine of Nature were mine. 
When I put on my new-gown and waited for John. 

Never could spot be suited less 
To bear memorials of distress; 
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cries the sage, more fit is found. 
They strike at once a double wound 
Humiliation bids you sigh, 
And think of poor mortality. 

Close on the bank, and half o*ergrown^ 
Beneath a dark wood's sombrous frown, 
A monumental stone appears 
Of one who, in his blooming years. 
While bathing spum*d the grassy shore. 
And sunk, 'midst friends, to rise no more ; 
By parents witness'd. — Hark I their shrieks ! 
Tne dreadful language horror speaks ! 
But why in yerse attempt to tell 
That tale the stone records so well? 
Nothing could damp th' awaken'd joy, 
Not e'en thy fate, ingenuous boy; 
The great, the grand of Nature strove, 
To lut our hearts to life and loye. 

Hail 1 Coldwsll kocks ; frown, frvwn away ; 
Thrust from your woods your shafts of grey : 
Fall not, to crush our mortal pride, 
Or stop the stream on which we glide. 
Our lives are short, our joys are few : 
But, ffiants, what is time to you? 
Ye who erect, in many a mass. 
Rise from the scarcely dimpled glass, 
That with distinct and mellow glow 
Reflects your monstrous forms below ; 
Or in clear shoals, in breeze or sun. 
Shakes all your shadows into one ; 
Boast ye o*er man in proud disdain, 
A silent, everlasting reign ? 
Bear ye your heads so high in scorn 
Of names that puny man hath borne? 

Proud rocks 1 had Cambria's bards but nere 
Their names engraven, deep and clear. 
That such as gaily wind uong 
Might greet with shouts those sires of song, 
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And trace the fame that mortals crave 
To LIGHT and LIFE beyond the grave ! 
Then might ye boast your wreathss entwined 
With trophies of the deathless MIND; 
Then would your fronts record oo high» 
** We perish I^Man can never die T 

Not nameless ^uite ye lift your brow8» 
For each the navigator knows ; 
Not by King Arthur, or his luughtSt 
Bard famed in lays, or chi^ in ^gfats ; 
But former tourists, just as free, 
r Though sorely aot so blest as we,) 
A group of wranglers from the bar» 
Suspending here their iMmac war — 
Ma»*d towcrinig BsAEcaorr'a ivy crown« 
And grey Vansiztae**s waving g0wn : 
And who *s 4kai ^piant bv his side ? 
*' SxaoxANT Adaib/' toe boatman cried. 
Yet ttraai^ it seems, however true» 
That hen, where law has nought to do. 
Where rules and bonds are set aside. 
By wood, by rook« by stream defied ; 
That here, where nature seems at strife 
With all that tells of busy life, 
Man should by nomei be carried still 
To Babylon against his wilL 

But how shall memory fehea»e. 
Or dictate the untoward verse 
That truth demands ? Could he refuse 
Thy unsought honours, darling Muse, 
Who thus, in idki, happy trim 
Rode just where friende would caaery him. 
And thtu hath since hb oares beguded 
By rhymes as jt^ous, and as wild ? 
Truth he obeys. The generous baid» 
That spread his board and graap'4 hit handy 
In native mirth, as here they came^ 
Gave a blitf rock ^ti humble name : 
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A yew-tree clasps its rugged base ; 
The boatman knows its reverend face 
With Pollett's memory and his fee, 
Rests the result that time shall see. 
Yet, whether time shall sweep away 
The fragile whimsies of a day ; 
Or future travellers rest the oar, 
To hear the mingled echoes roa 
A stranger's triumph ! He will feel 
A joy that death alone can steal. 
And should he cold indifference feign. 
And treat such honours v^^h disdain, 
Plretending pride shall not. deceive him, 
Good people all, pray don*t believe him ; 
In such a spot to leave a name, 
At least is no opprobrious fame; 
This rock perhaps uprear'd his brow, 
Ere human blood began to flow. 

Nor let the wandering stranger fear 
That Wye here ends her wild career; 
Though closing boughs, — though hilU may seem 
To bar all egress to the stream. 
Some airy height he climbs amain. 
And finds the silver eel again. 

No fears we form'd, no labours counted. 
Yet Symmon*8 Yat must be surmounted ; 
A tower of rock, that seems to cry, 
" Qo round about me, neighbour Wye.** 
On went the boat, and up the steep 
Her straggling crew began to creep, 
'• To gain the ridge, enjoy the view* 
Where the fresh gales of summer blew. 
The ffleaming Wye, that circles round 
Her rour-mile course, again is found ; 
And, crouching to the conqueror's pride. 
Bathes his huge clifi& on either side ; 
Seen at one glance, when from his brow 
The eye surveys twin gulfs below. 
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Whence comes thy name? What Symom he. 
Who gain'd a monument in thee ? 
Perhaps a wild-wood hunter, — ^bom 
Peril, and toil, and death, to scorn ; 
Or warrior, with his powerful lance. 
Who scaled the cliff to mark th* advance 
Of rival arms ; or humble swain. 
Who sought for pasture here in vain ; 
Or venerable bard, who strove 
To tune his harp to themes of love ; 
Or with a poet's ardent flame 
Sunff to the winds his country's fame ? 

Westward Gbeat Doward, stretching mda. 
Upheaves his iron-bowell'd side ; 
And by his everlasting mound 
Pfescribes th' imprison'd river's bound, 
And strikes the eye with mountain force : 
But, stranger, mark thy rugged course 
From crag to crag, unwilling, slow. 
To New Wiee forge, that smokes below. 
Here rush*d the keel like lightning by: 
The helmsman watch'd with anxious eye ; 
And oars alternate touch'd the brim, 
To keep the flying boat in trim. 

Forward qmck changing, changing still, 
Affain rose cliff, and wood, and mil, 
Wnere mingling foliage seem'd to strive 
With dark-brown saplings, flay'd alive *, 
Down to the gulf beneath ; where oft 
The toiling wood-boy dragg'd aloft 
His stubborn faggot from the brim. 
And gazed, and tugg'd with sturdy limb ; 
And where the mind repose would seek, 
A barren, storm-defying peak. 
The Little Doward, lifted high 
His rocky crown of royalty. 

• The caatom it her*', alluded to of strtpphir the bark fram 
oaks while trnwini?, which givet an almost Imletcribable, thouf h 
uot the moitt agretab.e, eflect to the laodscape. 
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Hush ! not a whisper I Oars, be still ! 
Comes that soft sound from yonder hill ? 
Or is the sound so faint, though near 
It scarcely strikes the listening ear ? 
E'en so ; for down the green bank fell 
An ice-cold stream from Martin's Well, 
Bright as young beauty's azure eye. 
And pure as infont chastity ; 
Each limpid draught suffused with dew 
The dipping glass's crystal hue ; 
And as it trembling reach*d the lip, 
Delight sprung^up at every sip. 

Pure, temperate joys, and calm, were these ; 
We toss'd upon no Indian seas ; 
No savage chiefs, with tawny crew. 
Came jabbering in the bark canoe 
Our strength to dare, our course to turn ;' 
Yet boats a South Sea chief would bum 
Sculk'd in the alder shade. Each boi:e. 
Devoid of keel, or sail, or oar. 
An upright fisherman, with eye 
Of Bramin-like solemnity; 
Who scann'd the surface either way. 
And cleaved it like a fly at play; 
And orossways bore a balanced pole. 
To drive the salmon from his hole ; 
Then heedful leap'd, without parade. 
On shore, as luck or fancy bade ; 
And o'er his back, in gallant trim. 
Swung the light shell that carried him ; 
Then down agun his burden threw. 
And launch'd his whirlihg bowl anew; 
Displaying, in his bow'ry station. 
The infancy of navigation. 

Soon round us spread the hills and dales 
Where Geoffret spun his magic tales. 
And call'd them history. The land 
Whence A&thur sprung, and all his band 
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Of gallant knights. Sire of romance. 
Who led the fancy*8 maxy dance. 
Thy tales shall please, thy name still be. 
When Time forgets my verse and me. 
Low sunk the sun, his ev'nin^ beam 
Scarce reach'd us on the tranquil stream : 
Shut from the world, and all its din. 
Nature's own bonds had closed us in ; 
Wood, and deep dell, and rock, and ridge. 
From smiling Ross to Monmouth Bridge ; 
From mom till twilight stole away, 
A long, unclouded, glorious day. 






BOOK IL 

Henrjf the Fifth— Mtming m the Water— Lamdartt^Baliad, 
**The Maid of London" — Timtem Ahbeg — Wimd-CUM-» 
Arrival at Chepttotr—Persfield—BaUad, "Morris of Pen- 
fieldr—View from Wind-Cliff— Chepttom CaHle »y Moom- 
light, 

Harry of Monmouth, o'er thy page. 
Great chieftain of a daring age ! 
The stripling soldier bums to see 
The spot of thy nativity ; 
His ardept fancy can restore 
Thy castle's turrets (now no more) ; 
See the tall plumes of victory wave. 
And call old valour from the grave ; 
Twafig the strong bow, and point the lance. 
That pierced the shatter'd hosts of France, 
When nations, in the days of yore. 
Shook at the rampant lion's roar. 

Ten hours were all we could command 
The boat was moor'd upon the strand ; 
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The midnight current, by her side. 
Was stealing down to meet the tide ; 
The wakefiu steersman ready lay. 
To rouse us at the break of day : 
It came — ^how soon 1 and what a sky. 
To cheer the bounding traveller's eye 1 
To make him spurn his couch of rest. 
To shout upon the river's breast, 
Watching by turns the rosy hue 
Of early cloud or sparkling dew. 
These living joys the verse shall tell : 
Harry, and Monmouth, fare-ye-well. 

On upland farm, and ury height, 
Swept by the breeze, and clothed in Ught, 
The reapers, early from their beds. 
Perhaps were singing o'er our heads. 
For, stranger, deem not that the eye 
Could hence survey the eastern sky; 
, Or mark the streak'd horizon's bound, 
Where first the rosy sun wheels round. 
Deep in the gulf beneath were we. 
Whence climb'd blue mists o'er rock and tree ; 
A mingling, undulating crowd. 
That form^ the dense or fleecy cloud ; 
Slow from the darken'd stream upborne. 
They caught the quickening gales of morn ; 
There bade their parent Wte good day. 
And, tinned with purple, sail'd away. 
The MuNNO* join'd us all unseen. 
Troy House, and Beaufort's bowers of green. 
And nameless prospects, half defined. 
Involved in mist, were left behind. 
Yet as the boat still onward bore, 
The ramparts of the eastern shore 
Cower'd the high crest to many a sweep, 
And bade as o'er each minor steep 

• The riTer Moano, or Mynnow, falls into the Wje, new 
Monoiouth. 
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Mark the bold Ktmin's sanny brow. 
That, gleaming o*er our fogs below. 
Lifted amain, with giant power. 
E'en to the clouds nis Naval Towkr^; 
Proclaiming to the morning sky 
Valour, and fame, and victory. 

The air resign'd its hasy blue. 
Just as Landoga came in view. 
Delightful village I one by one, 
Thy climbing dwelling caught the son. 
So bright the scene, the air so clear. 
Young Love and Joy seem'd station'd here ; 
And each with floating banners cried, 
" Stop, friends, youll meet the rushing tide.* 

Rude fragments, torn, disjointed, wild. 
High on the Glo'ster shore are piled. 
No mouldering fane, the boast of years, 
Unstain'd by time, the wreck appears: 
With pouring wrath, and hideous swell, 
Down foaming from a woodland dell, 
A summer flood's resistless powV 
Raised the grim ruin in an hour I 
When that o'erwhelming tempest spread 
Its terrors round the guilty head, 
When earth-bound rocks tibemselves gave way, 
WheA crash'd the prostrate timbers lay, 
O, it had been a noble sight. 
Crouching beyond the torrent's might. 
To mark th' uprooted victims bow. 
The grinding masses dash below. 
And hear the long deep peal the while 
Burst over Txi^tern's roofless pile ! 
Then, as the sun regain'd his power, 
When the last breeze from hawthorn bower. 



• The K|mln Pavilion, erected Id boDoar of the BritMi 
niB, and their aupardlleied vlctortec 
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Or Druid oak, had shook away 
The rain-drops 'midst the gleaming day. 
Perhaps the sigh of hope retum'd. 
And love in some chaste bosom bnru'd* 
And softly trill'd, the stream along. 
Some rustic maiden's village song. 



THE MAID OF LANDOGA. 

Rbtdrit, my Llewellyn 1 the glory 
That heroes may gain o'er the sea. 

Though nations may feel 

Their invincible steel, 
By falsehood is tamish'd in story ; 
Why tarry, Llewellyn, firom me? 

Thy sails, on the fathomless ocean. 
Are swell'd by the boisterous gale : 

How rests thy tired head 

On the rude rocking bed? 
While here not a leaf is m motion. 
And melody reigns in the dale. 

The mountains of Monmouth invite thee ; 
The Wtb, O how beautiful here I 

lliis woodbine, thine own. 

Hath the cottage o*ergprown. 
O what foreign shore can delif ht thee. 
And where is the current so clear? 

Can lands, where false pleasure assails thee^ 

And beauty invites thee to roam ; 
Can the deep orange grove 
Charm with shadows of love 

Thy love at Landoga bewails thee ; 

Remember her truth and thy home. 
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Ainsv, Lamooga, scene most dear. 
F^vewell we bade to Ethkix's Wika; 
Round many a pcnnt then bore away. 
Till mom was dianged to beanteoas day : 
And fwward on the lowland shore. 
Silent, majestic ruins, wore 
The stamp of holiness ; this stiwid 
The steersman hail'd, and toocfa'd the land. 

SusDEH the change ; at onoe to tread 
The mas-grown mansions of the dead I 
Awfu to feeling, where, immense. 
Rose min'd, gray magnificence ; 
The fiur- wrought shan all ivy-bound. 
The towering arch with folii^^ crown'd. 
That trembles on its brow sublime. 
Triumphant o'er the spoils of time. 
Here, erasping all the eye beheld. 
Thought into mingling anguish swell'd. 
And dkeck'd the wild excursive wing, 
0*er dust or bones of priest or king ; 
Or raised some bi.ooi>-staxk*d warrior^ ghost 
To shout before his banner'd host. 
But all was stilL — The chequer'd floor 
Shall echo to the step no more ; 
Nor airy roof the strain prolong 
Of yesper chant or chonu song. 

TiNTE&N, thy name shall hence sustain 
A thousand raptures in my brain ; 
Joys, full of soul, all strength, all eye. 
That cannot fade, that cannot die. 

No loitering here, lone walks to steal ; 
Ours was the early hunter's meal ; 
For time and tide, stem couple, ran 
Their endless race, and laugn'd at manj 
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Deaf, had we shouted, " turn about," * 
Or, "wait a while* till we come out:" 
To humour them we check*d our pride. 
And ten cheered hearts stow'd side by side, 
Push'd from the shore with current strong. 
And " Hey for Chepstow,** steer'd along. 

Amidst the bright expanding day. 
The solemn, deep, dark shadows lay 
Of that rich foliage, tow'ring o*er 
Where princely abbots dwelt of yore. 
The mind, with instantaneous glance. 
Beholds his baree of state advance. 
Borne proudly down the ebbing tide. 
She sweeps the waving boughs aside ; 
She winds with flowing pendants drest ; 
And as the current turns south-west. 
She strikes her oars, where, full in view, 
Stupendous Wind- Cliff greets her crew. 
Bu^ Fancy, let thy day-dreams cease ; 
Wi^ fallen greatness be at peace. 
Enough; for Wimd- Cliff still was found 
To hail us as we doubled round* 

Bold in primeval strength he stood ; 
His rocky brow, all shagg*d with wood, 
O'erlook d his base, where, doubling strong. 
The inward torrent pours along ; 
Then ebbing turns, and turns asain 

So meet the Severn and the Main), 
neath the dark shade sweeping round 
Of beetling Persfield's fairy ground, 
]^ buttresses of rock upborne. 
The rude Apostles all unshorn *. 

Long be the slaught'ring axe defied : 
Long may they bear their waving pride ; 



* Twehe prajoetlDg rocks m nuMd, fHiifid vitb foUtg* 
Mtrly to the water's oage. 
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Tree over tree, bower over bower. 
In uncurb'd nature's wildest power ; 
Till Wte forgets to wind below. 
And genial spring to bid them grow. 

And shall we e'er forget the day. 
When our last chorus died away ? 
When first we hail'd, then moor*d beside 
Rock-founded Chepstow's mouldering pride ? 
Where that strange bridge, light, trembling, high. 
Strides like a spider o*er the Wte ; 
When, for the joys the mom had giT*n, 
Our thankful hearts were raised to Hear'n? 
Never: — that moment shall be dear. 
While hills can charm, or sun-beams cheer. 

PoLLETT, farewell ! Thy dashing oar 
Shall lull us into peace no more ; 
But where Ktrlb trimm*d his infant green. 
Long may St thou with thy bark be seenj 
And happy be the hearts that glide 
Through such a scene, with such a guide. 

The verse of gravel walks that tells, 
With pebble-ro<£s and mole-hill swells. 
May strain description's bursting cheeks. 
And far outrun the goal it seeks. 
Not so when ev*ning's purpling hours 
Hied us away to Persfxkld's bowers: 
Here no sucn danger waits the lay ; 
Sing on, and truth shall lead the way. 
Here si^ht may range, and hearts may glow. 
Yet shrink from the abyss below ; 
Here echoing precipices roar. 
As youthful ardour shouts before ; 
Here a sweet paradise shall rise 
At once to ffreet poetic eyes. 
Then why does HE dispell, unkind. 
The sweet illhiion from the mind, 
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YON GIANT*, with the goggling eye. 

Who strides in mock subUmUyf 

Giants identified may frown ; 

Nature and taste would knock them down : 

Blocks that usurp some noble station. 

As if to curb imagination. 

Which, smiling at the chisel's power, 

Makes better monsters every hour. 

Beneath impenetrable green, 
Down, 'midst the hazel stems, was seen 
The turbid stream, with all that past ; 
The lime-white deck, the gliding mast ; 
Or skiff with gazers darting by. 
Who raised their hands in ecstasy . 
Impending cliflb hung overhead ; 
The rock-path sounded to the tread. 
Where twisted roots, in many a fold. 
Through moss, disputed room for hold. 

The stranger who thus steak one hour 
To trace thy walks from bower to bower. 
Thy noble cli£&, thy wildwood joys. 
Nature's own work that never cloys, 
Who, while reflection bids him roam. 
Calls not this paradise his home. 
Can ne'er, with dull unconscious eye. 
Leave them behind without a sigh. 
Thy tale of truth then. Sorrow, tell. 
Of him who bade this home farewell ; 
Morris of Pbrsfield. — Hark, the strains ! 
Hark 1 'tis some hoary bard complains ! 
The deeds, the worth, he knew so well. 
The force of nature bids him tell. 

• An Immraae fftent of ■tone, who, to i^ the beH of Un, 
oocapics a place where rach penftnagee are leaat wanted, or 
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MORRIS OP PERSFIELD. 

Who was lord of yon beautiful seat ; 

Yon woods which are towering so high ? 
Who spread the rich board for the great. 

Yet listened to pity's soft sigh? 
Who gave with a spirit so free. 

And fed the distressed at his door? 
Our Morris of Persfxrld was he. 

Who dwelt in the hearts of the poor. 

But who e'en of wealth shall make sure. 

Since wealth to misfortune has bow'd? 
Lone cherish'd untainted and pure. 

The stream of his charity flow'd. 
But all his resources gave way ; 

O what could his feelings control? 
What shall curb, in the prosperous day, 

Th* excess of a generous soul ? 

He bade an adieu to the town ; 

O, can I forget the sad day? 
When I saw the poor widows kneel down. 

To bless him, to weep, and to pray. 
Though sorrow was mark'd in his eye. 

This trial he manfully bore ; 
Then pass'd o*er the bridge of the Wtb, 

To return to his Pebsfield no more. 

*Twas true that another miffat feel; 

That poverty still might be fed ; 
Yet long we rung out ibe dumb peal. 

For to us noble Morris was dead. 
He had not lost sight of his homoj 

Yon domain that so lovely appears, 
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When he heard it, and sunk overcome ; 
He felt it — and burst into tears. 

The lessons of prudence have charms. 

And slighted, may lead to distress ; 
But the man whom benevolence warms 

Is an angel who lives but to bless. 
If ever man merited fame, 

If ever man's failings went free, 
Forgot at the sound of his name, 

Our Mo&iiis of Pbrs FIELD was he. 

Cleft from the summit, who shall say 
When Wind-Cliff*8 other half gave way? 
Or when the sea-waves, roaring strong, 
First drove* the rock-bound tide along? 
To studious leisure be resigned. 
The task that leads the wilder'd mind. 
From time's first birth throughout the range 
Of nature's everlasting change. 
Soon from his all-commanding brow. 
Lay Pebsfield's rocks and woods below. 

Back over Monmouth who could trace 
The Wye's fantastic mountain race ? 
Before us, sweeping far and wide. 
Lay out-stretch'd Seyern's ocean tide, 
Through whose blue mists, all upward blown. 
Broke the faint lines of heights unknown ; 
And still (though clouds would interpose) 
The CoTswoLD promontories rose 
In dark succession : Stinchcombe's brow, 
With Berkeley- Castle crouch'd below ; 
And stranger spires on either hand. 
From Thornbury, on the Glo'ster strand. 
With black-brow'd woods, and yellow fields, 
(The boundless wealth that summer yields,) 
Detain'd the eye, that glanced again 
O'er Kingroad anchorage to the main. 
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Ob was the bounded view prefeiT*d» 
Far, far beneath, the spreading herd 
Low'd, as the cow-boy strolPd along. 
And cheerly sung his last new song. 
But cow-boy, herd, and tide, and spire 
Sunk into gloom. — The tinge of fire. 
As westward roU'd the setting day 
Fled like a golden dream away. 
Then Chetstow's ruin'd fortress caught 
The mind's collected store of thougbi ; 
A dark, majestic, jealous frown 
Hung on his brow, and wam'd us down* 
*Twas well ; for he has much to boast, 
Much still that tells of glories lost. 
Though rolling years have form'd the. sod. 
Where once the bright-helm'd warrior trod 
FVom tower to tower, and gazed around. 
While all beneath him slept profound. 
E'en on the walls where paced the brave, 
High o'er his crumbling turrets wave 
The rampant seedlings. — Not a breath 
Pass'd through their leaves; when, still as death. 
We stopped to watch the clouds — for night 
Grew splendid with increasing light. 
Till, as time loudly told the hour, 
Gleam'd the broad front of Marten's Tower*, 
Bright silver'd by the moon. — Then rose 
The wild notes sacred to repose ; 
Then the lone owl awoke from rest, 
Stretch'd his keen talons, plumed his crest, 
And, from his hiffh embattled station. 
Hooted a trembling salutation. 
Rocks caught the ** halloo** from his tongue, 
And PsRSPiELb back the echoes flung 
Triumphant o'er th' illustrious dead. 
Their history lost, their glories fled. 

• Henry Mftrteo, wboie dfMtiire •Dpean iqMHft fh* dcstk- 
wnnl of Charles the Fint, finished hu dayf here In prison. 
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Peace to your white-walFd cots, ye vales ; 
Untainted fly your summer gales : 
Health, thou 6om cities lov*st to roam, 
O make the Monmouth hills thy home ! 
Great spirits of her bards of yore, 
While harvests triumph, torrents roar, 
Train her young shepherds, train them high 
To sing of mountain liberty : 
Give them the harp and modest maid ; 
Give them the sacred village shade ; 
Long be Llandenny, and Llansoy, 
Names that import a rural joy, 
Known to our fathers, when May day 
Brushed a whole twelvemonth's care away. 

Far diffVent joys possessed the mind. 
When Chepstow fading sunk behind. 
And, from a belt of woods full grown 
Arose immense thy turrets brown. 
Majestic Ragland ! Harvests wave 
Where thund'ring hosts their watch-word gave. 
When cavaliers, with downcast eye. 
Struck the last flag of loyalty * : 
Then, left by gallant Worc'ster's band. 
To devastation's cruel hand 
The beauteous fabric bow'd, fled all 
The splendid hours of festival. 

• This cMtle, with a girriflon commanded by the Margaii of 
WorcMler, «a« the last |»ace of ■crenel which held oat for the 
anfeitniMte Charles the fint. 
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No smoke ascends ; the busy hum 
Is heard no more ; no rolling dram. 
No high-toned clarion souncu alarms. 
No banner wakes the pride of arms * ; 
But iyy, creeping year by year. 
Of ffrowth enormous, triumphs here. 
Each dark festoon with pride upheaves 
Its glossy wilderness of leaves 
On sturdy limbs, that, clasping, bow 
Broad o'er the turrets* utmost brow. 
Encompassing, by strength alone. 
In fret-work bars, the sliding stone. 
That tells how years and storms prevail. 
And spreads its dust upon the gue. 

The man who could unmoved survey 
What ruin, piecemeal, sweeps away ; 
Works of the powerful and the brave. 
All sleeping in the silent grave ; 
Unmoved reflect, that here were sung 
Carols of joy, by beauty's tongue. 
Is fit, where'er he deigns to roam, 
And hardly fit — ^to stay at home. 
Spent here in peace,— -one solemn hour 
('Midst legends of the Yellow Toweb, 
Truth and tradition's mingled stream, 
Fear*s start, and superstition's dream) 
Is pregnant with a thousand joys. 
That distance, place, nor time, destroys ; ' 
That with ezhaustless stores supply 
Food for reflection till we die. 

Onward the rested steeds pursued 
The cheerful route, with strength renewed. 
For onward lay the gallant town. 
Whose name old custom hath clipp'd down, 

• Thne nMtmlflcent ndns, inclndingf the dtadal, oeciqijr a tnet 
of g^rouQd not IcM thui ooe-tUrd of a mile In drcufflfcrence. 
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With more of music left than many, 
So handily to Aberoany. 
And as the sidelong, sober light 
Left valleys darkened, hills less bright, 
Great Blorengb rose to tell his tale ; 
And the dun peak of Pen-y-Valb 
Stood like a sentinel, whose brow 
Scowl'd on the sleeping world below ; 
Yet even sleep itself outspread 
The mountain paths we meant to tread, 
'Midst fresh'ning gales all unconfined. 
Where Usk's brosS valley shrinks behind. 

Joyous the crimson morning rose. 
As joyous from the night's repose 
Sprung the light heart. The glancing eye 
^helc^ amidst the dappled sky. 
Exulting Pen-y- Vale. But how 
Could females climb his gleaming brow. 
Rude toil encount*ring ? how defy 
The wint'ry torrent's course, when dry, 
A rough-scoop'd bed of stones? or meet 
The powerful force of August heat ? 
Whuexs might assist, could wheels be found 
Adapted to the rugged ground: 
*Twa8 done ; for prudence bade us start 
With three Welsh ponies, and a cart ; 
A red-cheek'd mountaineer, a wit. 
Full of rough shafts, that sometimes hit. 
Trudged by their side, and twirl'd his thong, 
And cheer'd hi? scrambling team along. 

At ease to mark a scenp so fair. 
And treat their steeds with mountain air, 
Some rode apart, or led before. 
Rock after rock the wheels upbore ; 
The careful driver slowly sped. 
To many a bough we duck d the head 
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And heard the wild inyitmg calls 
Of summer's tinkling waterfalls. 
In wooded glens below ; and still. 
At every step the sister hill, 
Blorenob, grew greater ; half unseen 
At times from out our bowers of green. 
That telescopic landscapes made, 
From the arch'd windows of its shade ; 
For woodland tracts begirt us round ; 
The vale beyond was fairy ground, 
lliat verse can never paint. Above 
Gleam'd (something uke the mount of Jove 
But how much, let the learned say. 
Who take Olympus in their way) 
Gleam'd the lair, sunny, cloudless peak 
That simple strangers ever seek. 
And are they simple ? Hang the dunce 
Who would not doff his cap at once 
In ecstasy, when, bold and new. 
Bursts on his sight a mountain view. 

Though vast the prospect here became. 
Intensely as the love of fame 
Glow'd the strong hope, that strange desires 
That deathless wish of climbing higher. 
Where heather clothes his graceful sides. 
Which many a scatter'd rock divides, 
Bleach'd by more years than hist'ry knows. 
Moved by no power but melting snows. 
Or gushing springs, that wash away 
Th' embeddea earth that forms their stay. 
The heart distends, the whole frame feels. 
Where, inaccessible to wheels. 
The utmost storm-worn summit spreads 
Its rocks grotesque, its downy beds ; 
Here no false feeling sense belies, 
Man lifts the weary foot, and sighs ; 
Laughter is dumb ; hilarity 
Forsakes at once th' astonish'd eye ; 
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E'en the closed lip, half useless grown, 
Drops but a word, " Look down ; look down." 

Good Heav'ns ! must scenes like taese expand. 
Scenes so magnificently grand, 
And millions breathe, and pass away, 
Unbless'd throughout their little day, 
With one short glimpse ? By place confined. 
Shall many an anxious, ardent mind. 
Sworn to the Muses, cower its pride, 
Doom'd but to sing with pinions tied ? 

Spirit of Burns ! the daring child 
Of glorious freedom, rough and wild. 
How have I wept o'er all thy ills. 
How blest thy Caledonian hills ! 
How almost worshipped in my dreams 
Thy mountain haunts, — ^thy classic streams ! 
How burnt with hopeless, aimless fire. 
To mark thy giant strength aspire 
In patriot themes I and tuned the while 
Thj «* Bonny Dwrn^ or " Balloch Mile:' 
Spirit of Burns ! accept the tear 
That rapture gives thy mem'ry here 
On the bleak mountain top. Here thou 
Thyself hadst raised the gallant brow 
Of conscious intellect, to twine 
Th' imperishable verse of thine. 
That charms the world. Or can it be. 
That scenes like these were nought to thee ? 
That Scottish hills so far excel. 
That so deep sinks the Scottish dell, 
That boasted Pen-y-Vale had been 
For thy loud northern lyre too mean ; 
Broad-shoulder'd Blokenoe a mere knoll. 
And Skyrid, let him smile or scowl, 
A dwarfish bully, vainly proud, 
Because he breaks the passing cloud ? 
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If even so, thou bard of fame. 
The consequences rest the same : 
For, grant that to thy infant sight 
Rose mountains of stupendous height ; 
Or erant that Cambrian minstrels taught 
'Mid scenes that mock the lowland thought ; 
Grant that old Tallxeskn flung 
His thousand raptures, as he sung 
From huge Plymlimon's awful brow. 
Or Cader Idris, capt with snow ; 
Such Alpine scenes with them or thee 
Well suited. — These are Alps to me. 

Long did we, noble Blorenob, gaze 
On thee, and mark the eddying haze 
That strove to reach thy level crown. 
From the rich stream, and smoking town ; 
And oft, old Sky rid, haiPd thy name. 
Nor dared deride thy holy fame*. 
Long foUow'd with untiring eye 
Th* illumined clouds, that o'er the sky 
Drew their thin veil, and slowly sped. 
Dipping to every mountain's head, 
Dark mingling, fading, wild, and thence. 
Till admiration, in suspense, 
Hunff on the verge of sight. Then sprung. 
By thousands known, by thousands sung, 
Feelinffs that earth and time defy, 
That cleave to immortality. 

A light gray haze enclosed us round: 
Some momentary drops were found. 
Borne on the breeze; soon all dispell'd; 
Once more the glorious prospect swell'd 
Interminably fair. Again 
Stretch'd the Blace Mountain's dreary chain f- 

• A prodigloui cleft, or separatfon in the Ull, tnditkui my, 
was caused bv the earthquake at the cmclflxloB; ttwM tiierefore 
termed the Holy MouDtuln. 
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When eastward turn'd the straining eye, 
Great Malvern met the cloudless sky : 
Dark in the south uprose the shores. 
Where Ocean in his fury roars, 
And rolls abrupt his fearful tides, 
Far still from Mendip*8 fern-clad sides ; 
From whose vast range of mingling bluo 
The weary, wandering sight withdrew. 
O'er fair Glamorgan's woods and downs. 
O'er glittering streams, and farms and towns. 
Back to the Tablb Rock, that lowers 
O'er old Cricxhowbl's ruin*d towers. 

Here perfect stillness reigu'd. The breath 
A moment hush'd, 'twas mimic death. 
The ear, from all assaults released. 
As motion, sound, and life, had ceased. 
The beetle rarely murmur'd by. 
No sheep-dog sent his voice so high. 
Save when, by chance, far down the steep. 
Crept a live speck, a straggling sheep : 
Yet one lone object, plainly seen 
Curved slowly, in a line of green, 
On the brown heath : no demon fell, 
No wizard foe, with magic spell. 
To chain the senses, chill the heart. 
No wizard guided Powsl's cart ; 
He of our nectar had the care. 
All our ambrosia rested there. 
At leisure, but reluctant still. 
We join'd him by a mountain rill ; 
And there on springing turf, all seated, 
Jove's guests were never half so treated ; 
Journeys they had, and feastings many. 
But never came to Abergany ; 
Lucky escape : — ^the wrangling crew, 
Mischief to cherish or to brew. 
Was all their sport ; and when, in rage, 
Hiey chose 'midst warriors to engage, 
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Loud for their fiery steeds they cried. 
And dash'd th* opposing clouds aside, 
Whirl'd through the air, and foremost stood 
'Midst mortal passions, mortal blood ! 
Beneath ut frown'd no deadly war, 
And Pow£L*8 wheels were s^r far ; 
As on them withoat flame or shield. 
Or bow to twang, or lance to wield. 
We left the heights of inspiration. 
And relish'd a mere mortal station ; 
.Our object not to fire a town, 
Or aid a chief, or knock faim down ; 
But safe to sleep, from war and sorrow^ 
And drive to Brecknock on the morrow. 

Heavy and lowering, crowds on crowds^ 
Drove adverse hosts of dark*ning clou<iU, 
Low o'er the vale, and far away. 
Deep gloom overspread the rising day ; 
No morning beauties caught the eye. 
O'er mountain top, or stream, or sky^ 
As round the castle^s ruinVd tower 
We mused for many a solemn hour; 
And, half-dejected, half in spleen. 
Computed idly, o'er the scene. 
How many murders there had dyed 
Chiefs and their minions, slaves of pride ; 
When perjury, in every breath, 
Pluck'd the huge falcmon from its sheath. 
And prompted deeds of ghastly fame. 
That history's self might blush to name*. 

At length through each retreating shower^ 
Burst, with a renovating power, 
Light, life, and gladness ; instant fled 
All contemplations on the dead. 

• la Jone«*a Hislorr of BrecknoelnMn, the cMtle of Aber» 
nvenny !■ noticed u imlng been the Mene of tiie moM ihQckf 
lof enormlUei. 
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Who hatfa not marked, with inward joy, 
The efforts of the diving boy ; 
And, waiting while he disappeared. 
Exulted, trembled, hoped, and fear'd ? 
Then felt his heart, 'midst cheering cries. 
Bound with delight to see him rise ? 
Who hath not burnt with rage, to see 
Falsehood's vile cant, and supple knee ; 
Then hail'd, on some courageous brow. 
The power that works her overthrow ; 
That, swift as lightning, seals her doom, 
" Hence, miscreant 1 vanish ! — truth is come ?** • 
So Pen-t-Vale upheaved his brow. 
And left the world of fog below ; 
So SxYRiD, smiling, broke his way 
To elories of the conquYing day ; 
With matchless grace, and giant pride. 
So Blobenoe tum*d the clouds aside. 
And wam'd us, not a whit too soon. 
To chase the flying car of noon, 
Where herds and flocks unnumber'd fed 
Where Use her wand'ring mazes led. 

Here on the mind, with powerful sway, 
P^ress'd the bright joys of yesterday ; 
For still, thougn doom'd no more t* inhale 
The mountain air of Pen- y- Vale, 
His broad dark skirting woods o'erhung 
Cottage and farm, where careless sung 
The labourer, where the earing steer 
Low'd to the mountains, aeep and clear. 

Slow lessening Blorenoe, left behind 
Reluctantly his claims rerign'd. 
And stretcn'd his glowing front entire. 
As forward peep'd Crickhowel spire ; 
But no proud castle's turrets gleam'd ; 
No warrior Earl's gay banner stream'd. 
E'en of thy palace, (grief to tell 1) 
A towers—without a £nner bell ; 
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An arch — ^where jav*lixi*d sentries bow'd 
Low to their chief, or fed the crowd, 
Are all that mark where once a train 
Of Barons graced thy rich domain, 
niuttrious Pembboxe* 1 drained thy bowl. 
And caught the nobleness of soul — 
The harp-inspired, indignant blood 
That prompts to arms and hardihood. 

To muse upon the days gone by. 
Where desolation meets the eye. 
Is double life ; truth, cheaply bought, 
The nurse of sense, the food of thought. 
Whence judgment, ripen'd, forms, at will. 
Her estimates of good or ill ; 
And brings contrasted scenes to view, 
And weighs the old rogues with the new ; 
Imperious tyrants, gone to dust, 
With tyrants whom the world hath cursed 
Through modem ages* — By what power 
Rose the strong wiQls of old The- To web 
Deep in the valley ; whose clear rill 
Then stole through wilds, and wanders still 
Through village shades, unstain'd with gore. 
Where war-steeds bathe their hoofs no more ? 

Empires have fallen, armies bled. 
Since yon old wall, with upright head^ 
Met the loud tempest ; who can trace 
When first the rude mass, from its base, 
Stoop'd in that dreadful form ? E'en thou, 
Jane, with the placid silver brow, 
Know'st not the day, though thou hast seen 
A hundredf springs of cheerful green. 






* Pwl of Um origrinal palace of the powerful E«rb of Pan- 
broke ta ihll nndemoliihed by time. 

t Jane Edwarda, or, as the pronoaoccd It, EtwmrU, a tall, booy. 
apriifht woman, leaningr both baotlt on the bead of her stick, and 
la her manners venerably impresaive, was then at the are or one 
handred. Sbe was Uvlag in 1800, then one hundred and two. 
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A hundred winters' snows increase 
That brook,— >the emblem of thy peace. 
Most venerable dame 1 and shall 
The plund'rer, in his gorgeous hall, 
His fame with Moloch-frown prefer. 
And scorn thy harmless character. 
Who scarcely hear'st of his renown, 
And never sack*d or burtit a town? 
But should he crave, with coward cries. 
To be Jane Edwards when he dies, 
ThouUt be the Conqueror, old lass, 
So take thy alms, and let us pass. 

Forth, from the calm sequester'd shade, 
Once more approaching twilight, bade ; 
When, as the sigh of joy arose. 
And while e'en fancy sought repose. 
One vast transcendent object sprung. 
Arresting every eye and tongue. 
Strangers, fair Brecon ! wondering, scan 
The peaks of thy stupendous Vann : 
But how can strangers, chain'd by time. 
Through floating clouds his summit climb ? 
Another day had almost fled ; 
A clear horizon, slowing red. 
Its promise on all hearts impressed. 
Bright sunny hours, and Sabbath rest. 
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BOOK IV. 

The Goer, a Roman StatUm^Brunlest Ca^le—Tke Baf Ptme- 
rai Song, ** MaryU Qrawf^—CUfford Caslle^BeturH by Hen- 
fordt Malvem BilU, CMtatham, and GUmeuUr, to Ule^-^ 
ComeluiUm, 

'Tis sweet to hear the soothing cluine* 
And, br thanksgiving, measure time. 
When hard-wrought poverty a while 
Upheaves the bending back to smile.; 
mien servants hail, with boimdless glee. 
The sweets of love and liberty. 

Seldom has worship cheer d my soul 
With such invincible control I 
It was a bright benignant hour. 
The song of praise was full of power ; 
And, darting from the noon-day sky. 
Amidst the tide of harmony. 
O'er aisle and pillar glancing strong, 
HeavVs radiant light inspired the song. 
The word of peace, that can disarm 
Care with its own peculiar charm, 
Here flow'd a double stream, to cheer 
The Saxon* and the Mountaineer, 
Of various stock, of various name. 
Now join'd in rights, and join'd in fame. 

Ye who religion's duty teach. 
What constitutes a SablMith breach? 
Is it, when joy the bosom fills. 
To wander o'er the breezy hills? 
Is it, to trace around your home 
The footsteps of imperial Rome ? 
Then guilty, guilty let us plead. 
Who, on the cheerful rested steed. 



* Dirlne lenrice 
Welsh 
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In thought absorb*d, explored, with care. 
The wild lanes round the silent Gaer *, 
Where conquering eagles took their stand ; 
Where heathen altars stain'd the land ; 
Where soldiers of Axtoxtstus pined. 
Perhaps, for pleasures left benind, 
And measured, from this lone abode. 
The neW'form'd, stony, forest road. 
Back to Caerleon's southern train, 
Their barks, their home, beyond the main : 
Still by the Vann reminded strong 
Of Alpine scenes, and mountain song, 
The Olive groves, the cloudless sky. 
And golden vales, of Italy. 

With us twas peace, we met no foes ; 
With us far different feelinss rose. 
Still onward inclination bade : 
The wilds of Mona's Druid shade, 
Snowdon's sublime aud stormy brow. 
His land of Britons stretch'd below. 
And Penman Mawr's huge crags, that greet 
The thundering ocean at his feet. 
Were all before us. Hard it proved 
To quit a land so dearly loved ; 
Forego each bold terrific boast 
Of northern Cambria's giant coast. 
FViends of the harp and song ! forgive 
The deep regret that, whilst I Uve, 
Shall dwell upon my heart and tongue : 
Go, joys untasted ! themes unsung 1 
Another scene, another land. 
Hence shall the homeward verse demand. 



* A road must ba?e led from Abernvenny, through the Vale 
of the (7sk, Dorth«weft to the " Gaer,'' situated two miles north- 
west of Brecon, on a gentle eminence, at the conflux of tiw 
rivers Esker and Usk. Mr.Wyndham traced parts of walls, 
which he describes as exactly resembling those at Caerleon; and 
Mr.lemon found several bricks, bearing die inscription of 
I/EO. II. AVO. 
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Yet fancy wove her flow*ry chain » 

TOl "farewell Brecon*' left a pain, 

A pain that travellers may endure ; 

Change is their food, and change their cure. 

Yet, oh, how dreani>like, far away, 

To recollect so bright a day 1 

Dream-like those scenes the townsmen love. 

Their tumbling Usk, their Priory Grovs, 

\^ew'd while uie moon cheer'd, calmly bright. 

The freshness of a summer's night. 

High o'er the town, in morning smiles. 
The blue Vann heaved the deep defiles ; 
And ranged, like champions for the fight, 
Basking in sun-beams on our right. 
Rose the Black Mountains, that surround 
That far-famed spot of holy ground, 
Llanthony, dear to monkish tale, 
And still the pride of Ewais Valb. 
No road-side cottage smoke was seen. 
Or rarely, on the village green : 
No youths appear'd, in spring-tide dress. 
In a^ent play, or idleness. 
Brown waved the harvest, dale and slope 
Exulting bore a nation's hope ; 
Sheaves rose as far as sight could range. 
And every mile was but a change 
Of peasants lab'ring, lab nng still. 
Ana climbing many a distant hill. 
Some talk'd, perhaps, of spring's bright hour. 
And how they piled, in Brunlsss Tower*, 
The fVill-dried nay. Perhaps they told 
Tradition's tales, and taught how old 
The ruin'd castle 1 False or true. 
They guess'd it — just as others do. 

• The only rtmilQlaff tower of BranleM Cwtle bow nakei 
u excellent ha)-lnft; aud aloraat ever; bvUdins m the spot la 
rompoa««l of fraffotcuU. 
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Lone tower ! though sufferM yet to stand, 
Dilapidation's wasting hand 
Shall tear thy pond'rous walls, to guard 
The slumbering steed, or fence the yard ; 
Or wheels shall rrind thy pride away 
Along the turnpike road to Hay, 
Where fierce Glendgw'r's rude mountaineers 
Left war*s attendants, blood and tears, 
And spread their terrors many a mile, 
And shouted round the flaming pile. 
May Heav'n preserve our native land 
From blind ambition's murdering hand ; 
From all the wrongs that can provoke 
A people's wrath, and urge the stroke 
That snakes the proudest throne ! Guard, Heav'n, 
The sacred birthright thou hast given -, 
Bid justice curb, with strong control. 
The despYate passions of the soul. 

Here ivy'd fragments, lowering, throw 
Broad shadows on the poor below. 
Who, while they rest, and when they die. 
Sleep on the rock-built shores of Wyb. 

To tread o*er nameless mounds of earth. 
To muse upon departed worth. 
To credit still the poor distressed. 
For feelings never half express*d. 
Their hopes, their faith, their tender love. 
Faith that sustained, and hope that strove. 
Is sacred joy ; to heave a sigh, 
A debt to poor mortality. 
Funereal ntes are closed ; 'tis done ; 
Ceased is the bell ; the priest is gone ; 
What then if bust or stone denies 
To catch the pensive loit'rer's eyes. 
What course can poverty pursue ? 
What can the poor pretend to do ? 
O boast not, quarries, of your store ; 
Boast not, O man, of wealth or lore : 
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The flowers of nature here shall thrive, 
Affection keep those flowers alive ; 
And they shall strike the melting heart. 
Beyond the utmost power of art ; 
Planted on graves, their stems entwine. 
And every blossom is a line 
Indelibly impress'd, that tends. 
In more than language comprehends. 
To teach us, in our solemn hours. 
That we ourselves are dying flowers. 

What if a father buried here 
His earthly hope, his fnend most dear« 
His only cnild ? Shall his dim eye. 
At poverty's command, be dry ? 
No, he shall muse, and think, and pray, 
And weep his tedious hours away ; 
Or weave the sons of woe to tell 
How dear that chud he loved so well. 



MARY'S GRAVE. 

No child have I left, I must wander alone, 

No light-hearted Mary to sing as I go, 
Nor loiter to gather bright flowers newly blown ; 
She delighted, sweet maid, in these emblems 
of woe. 
Then the stream glided by her, or playfully boil'd 
O'er its rock-bed unceasing, and still it flovrs 
free; 
But her infant life was arrested, unsoil'd 

As the dew-drop, when shook by the wing of 
the bee. 

Sweet flowers were her treasures, and flowers 
shall be mine ; 
I bring them from JEladnor's green hills to her 
grave: 
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Thus planted in anguish, oh let them entwine 

O'er a heart once as gentle as Heav'n e'er gave. 
Oh, the glance of her eye, when at mansions of 
wealth 
I pointed, suspicious, and wam*d her of harm ; 
She smiled in content, 'midst the bloom of her 
health. 
And closer and closer still hung on my arm. 

What boots it to tell of the sense she possess'd. 
The fair buds of promise that mem'ry endears? 
The mild dove, affection, was queen of her breast. 
And I had her love, and her truth, and her 
tears; 
She was mine. But she goes to the land of the 
good, 
A change which I must, and yet dare, not de- 
plore: 
1 11 bear the rude shock like the oak of the wood ; 
Bat the green hills of Radnor will charm me 
no more. 

Ruins of greatness, all farewell ; 
No Chepstows here, no Raglands tell. 
By mound, or foss, or mighty tower. 
Achievements high in hall or bower ; 
Or g^ve to fancy^ vivid eye 
The helms and plumes of chivahr. 
Clifford has fall'n, howe'er sublime. 
Mere fragments wrestle still with time ; 
Yet as they perish, sure and slow, 
And rolling dash the stream below. 
They raise tradition's glowing scene, 
The clue of silk, the wrathful queen, 
And link, in mem'ry's firmest bond, 
The love-lorn tale of Rosamond*. 

• Clifford Cutle ia auppoied to have been the i>irth-place of 
Fair KoiaiDond. 
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How placid^ how divinely sweet. 
The flow'r-grown brook that, by our feet. 
Winds on a summer's day ; e'en where 
Its name no classic honours share. 
Its springs untraced, its course unknown. 
Seaward, for ever rambling down 1 
Here, then, how sweet, pellucid, chaste ; 
'Twas thu briffht current bade us taste 
The fulness of its joy. Glide still, 
Enchantress of Plynlxmon Hill, 
Meandering Wyb 1 Still let me dream. 
In raptures, o'er thy infant stream ; 
For could ih' immortal soul forego 
Its cumbrous load of earthly woe. 
And clothe itself in fairy guise. 
Too small, too pure, for human eyes. 
Blithe would we seek thy utmost spring. 
Where mountain-larks first try the wing ; 
There, at the erimson dawn of day. 
Launch a scoop'd leaf, and sail away. 
Stretched at our ease, or crouch below. 
Or climb the green transparent prow. 
Stooping where oft the blue-bell sips 
The passing stream, and shakes and dips ; 
And when the heifer came to drink, 
Quick from the gale our bark would shrink. 
And huddle down amidst the brawl 
Of many a five-inch waterfall. 
Till the expanse should fairly give 
The bow'hng hazel room to live ; 
And as each swelling junction came. 
To form a riv'let worth a name, 
We'd dart beneath, or brush away 
Long-beaded webs, that else might stay 
Our silent course ; in haste retreat, 
Where whirlpools near the bull-rush meet ; 
Wheel round the ox of monstrous size ; 
And count below his shadowy flies ; 
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And sport amidst the throng ; and when 
We met the barks of g^ant men. 
Avoid their oars, still undescried. 
And mock their overbearing pride ; 
Tlien vanish by some magic spell, 
And shout, " Delicious Wte, farewell !" 

'TwAs noon, when o*er thy mountain stream. 
The carriage roll'd, each powerful gleam 
Struck on thy surface, where, below. 
Spread the deep heaven's azure glow ; 
And water-Aowers, a mingling crowd. 
Waved in the dagtiing silver doud. 
Again farewell 1 The treat is o'er ! 
For me shall Cambria smile no more ; 
Yet truth shall still the song sustain. 
And touch the springs of joy again. 

Hail 1 land of cyder, vues ofhealth I 
Redundant fruitage, rural wealth ; 
Here, did Pomona still retain 
Her influence o'er a British plain, 
Afight temples rise, spring blossoms fly 
Round the capricious deity ; 
Or autumn sacrifices bound. 
By mvriads, o'er tiie haUow'd ground. 
And deep libations still renew 
The fervours of her «liM*ing crew. 
Land of delight 1 let mem'rv strive 
To keep thj flying scenes alive ; 
Thy grey-limb*d orchards, scattering Widf 
Their treasures by the highway side; 
Thy half-hid cottages, that show 
The dark gpreen moss, the resting bouglx, 
At broken panes, that taps andmes. 
Illumes and shades the maiden's eyes 
At day-break, and, with whisper'd joy. 
Wakes the light-hearted she^ierd boy : 
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These, with thy noble woods and dells. 
The hazel copse, the village bells, 
Charm*d more the passing sultry hours 
Than Hereford, with all her towers. 

Sweet was the rest, with welcome cheer» 
But a hr nobler scene was near; 
And when the morrow's noon had spread* 
O'er ordiard stores, the deepening red. 
Behind us rose the billowy doud. 
That dims the air to city crowd. 

And deem not that, where cyder reigns 
The beverage of a thousand plains. 
Malt, and the liberal harvest nom, 
Are all unknown, or laugh'd to scorn; 
A spot that all delights might bring, 
A palace for an eastern kio^, 
Canfrome*, shall from her vaults diq>lay 
John Barleycorn's resistless sway. 
To make the odds of fortune even. 
Up bounced the cork of " ieventy-seven,** 
And sent me back to school ; for then. 
Ere yet I leam'd to wield the pen, 
(The pen that should all crimes assail. 
The pen that leads to fame— or jail,) 
71h«n steam'd the malt, whose spirit bean 
The frosts and suns of thirty years 1 

Through Lxorurt, at decline of day. 
The wheels that bore us roU'd aw^ 
To cross the Malvern Hills. 'Twas night; 
Alternate met the wearv sight 
Each steep, dark, undulating brow. 
And Worc'stsr's gloomy vue below. 
Gloomy no more, when eastward sprung 
The light that gladdens heart and tongue ; 



• TUg noble feat exhlMti, In a ttiiking nanner, the real ftM 
EngUdi magnlflceoM aad lioq>Matky of the laM afpcw 
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Wlieii mom glanced o'er the shepherd's bed, 
And cast her tints of lovely red 
Wide o'er the rast expanding scene. 
And mix*d her hues with mountain green ; 
Then, gazing from a height so fair. 
Through miles of unpolluted air. 
Where cultivation triumphs wide. 
O'er boundless views on every side. 
Thick-planted towns, where toils ne'er cease 
And far-spread silent village peace ; 
As each succeeding pleasure came. 
The heart acknowledged Malvern's &me. 

Oft glancing thence to Cambria still. 
Thou yet wert seen, my fav'rite hill. 
Delightful Pbn-y-Vale ! Nor shall 
Great Malvern's high imperious call 
Wean me from thee, or turn aside 
My earliest charm, my heart's strong pride. 

Boast, Malvern, that thy springs revive 
The drooping patient, scarce uive ; 
Where, as he gathers strength to toil. 
Not e'en thy heights his spirit foil, 
But nerve him on to bless, t' inhale. 
And triumph in the morning gale ; 
Or noon's transcendent glories give 
The vigorous touch that bids him live. 
Perhaps e'en now he stops to breathe. 
Surveying the expanse beneath : 
Now climbs again, where keen winds blow. 
And holds his beaver to his brow ; 
Waves to the Wrecken his pale hand. 
And, borrowing Fancy's magic wand. 
Skims over Worc'ster's spires away. 
Where sprung the blush of rising day ; 
And eyes with joy sweet Hagley Groves, 
That taste reveres and virtue loves ; 
And stretch'd upon thy utmost ridge, 
Marks Severn's course, and UrroN-bridge, 
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That leads to home, to friends, or wife, 
And all thy sweets, domestic life : 
While starts the tear, his bosom glows. 
That consecrated Awm flows 
Down the blue dbtant vale, to yield 
Its stores by Tewkesbury's deadly field, 
And feels whatever can inspire. 
From history's page or poet's fire. 

Bright vale of Seremf shall the song 
That wildly devious roves along. 
The charms of nature to explore, 
On history rest, or themes of yore ? 
More joy the thoughts of home supply: 
Short be the glance at days gone by> 
Though gallant Tbwkxsburt, clean and gay. 
Hath much to tempt the traveller's stay-* 
Her noble abbey, with its dead, 
A powerful dann : a silent dread. 
Sacred as holy virtue, rorings 
Where rests the dust of chiefs and kings ; 
With his who by foul murder died. 
The fierce Lancastrian's hope and pride, 
(When brothers brothers could destroy,) 
Heroic Margaret's red^rose boy •. 

Muse, turn thee from the field of blood. 
Rest to the brave, peace to the good : 
Avon, with all thy charms, adieu 1 
For Cbxltenhak mocks thy pilgrim crew; 
And like a girl in beauty's power. 
Flirts in the fairinffs of an hour. 

Queen of the viuley 1 soon behind 
Glcam'd thy brifffat fanes, in son and wind. 
Fair Glo'ster. Though thy fabric stands. 
The boast of Severn's winding sands, 

• Prince Edwaid, am of Henry the Sixth, taken prisoner with 
hb mother. Mu^arct of Anfoa, at the battle of Tewkesbonr.juid 
murdered bf the Duke oTOloaceiter, aflterwanU RicbKnlthe 
Third. 
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If grandeur, beauty, grace, can stay 
The traveller on his homeward way. 
There rests the Norman prince who rose 
In zeal against the Christians* foes. 
Yet doom'd at home to pine and die. 
Of birthright robb'd, and liberty ; 
His tide oi wrongs he could not stem, 
His brothers filch'd his diadem*. 
There sleeps the king who aim'd to spurn 
The daring Scots, at Bannockbum ; 
But tum'd him back, with humbled fame, 
And Berkley's " shrieks f" declare his name. 
Cease, cease the lay — ^the goal is won— 
Yet memory still shall revel on. 
Fast closed the day, the last bright hour. 
The setting sim, on Durslet tower, 
Welcomed us home, and forward bade. 
To Uley valley's peaceful shade. 

Who so unfeeling, who so bold. 
To judge that fictions, idly told, 
Derorm my verse, that only tries 
To consecrate realities ? 
If e'er th' unworthy thought should come. 
Let strong conviction strike them dumb. 
Go to the proof; your steed prepare. 
Drink ns^o'e's cup, the rapture snare ; 
If dull you find your devious course. 
Your tour is useless — sell your horse. 
Ye who, ingulf 'd in trade, endure 
What gold alone can never cure ; 
The constant sigh for scenes of peace. 
From the world s trammels free release. 
Wait not, (for reason's sake attend,) 
Wait not in chains till times shall mend ; 

* The eldest ion of William the Conqueror was impritoned 
eigbtfand-twentY year* b* bis own brotber. 
t '* Shriek* DfdD agonizia; king." 
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IHI the cktr yiAot, grown hoane and mS, 
Cries, ** Now m go, I'm rich enough.^ 
Youth, and the prime of masbood, wne; 
Steal ten dajfl* absence, ten days' ease; 
Bid ledgers from yoor minds depart ; 
Let mem'ry's treasores cheer the heart; 
And when voor children roond yon grow. 
With openmg charms and manly brow. 
Talk of the Wye as some old dream. 
Call it the wild, the wizard stream ; 
Sink in your broad arm-chair to rest. 
And yoath shall smile to see you bless'd. 
Artists, betunes ^oor powers employ. 
And take the pilgnmage of joy; 
The eye of genius may behold 
A thousand beauties here untold ; 
Rock, ^Bt defies the winter's storm ; 
Wood, in its most imponng form, 
That climbs the mountain, bows below. 
Where deep th' unsullied waters flow. 
Here Gt/ptVs eye, transported, scann'd 
Views by no tricks of fancy plann'd ; 
Gray here, upon the stream reclined. 
Stored with delight his ardent mind. 
But let the vacant trifler stray 
From thy enchantments far away; 
For should, from fashion's rainbow train. 
The idle and the vicious vam 
In sacrilege presume to move 
Through these dear scenes of peace and love, 
The tpvrit of the stream would rise 
In wrathful mood and tenfold size. 
And nobly guard his Colpwell Spring, 
And bid his inmost caverns ring; 
Loud thund'ring on the giddy crew, 
" My stream was never meant for you " 
But ye, to nobler feelings bom, 
Who sense and nature cuve not scorn, 
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Glide g^aily on, and ye shall find 

The blest serenity of mind 

That springs from silenoe ; or shall raise 

The hand, the eye, the voice of praise. 

live then, sweet stream ! and henceforth be 

The darling of posterity ; 

Loved for uiyself, for ever dear. 

Like beaut's smile and virtue's tear, 

Till Time his striding race give o'er, 

And Verse itself shall charm no more* 
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